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Leave  here  a  stranger:  Dan  Grissom 


To  the  reader: 


The  2002-2003  Argus  Staff  invites  you  to  experience  the  sheer  vastness  of  literature  and 
art  at  Northwestern  with  the  27,h  edition  we  feel  is  appropriately  titled  symmetry. 

Unfortunately,  we  were  not  able  to  print  every  submission  received.  Out  of  the  200- 
something  submissions,  we  hope  symmetry  is  a  diverse  showcase  of  this  war's  creativity. 

Throughout  the  layout  process,  we  kept  a  few  things  in  mind.  One  of  those  was  balance. 
The  pages  inside  are  full  of  life,  death,  love,  heartache,  joy  and  sadness. ..but  most  of  all 
the  amazing,  overpowering  zeal  that  literature  offers. 

We  incorporated  photography  this  year  to  help  expound  certain  themes.  Regardless  of  the 
format,  art  and  language  both  convey  ideas,  and  are  both  snapshots  of  reality.  We  feel 
that  by  coupling  similar  themes,  the  magazine's  written  word  and  printed  image  are 
congruent,  and  portray  an  accurate  collage  of  the  world  we  live  in. 

Not  all  of  these  snapshots  are  comfortable.  Some  are  raw,  some  are  depressing,  and  some 
are  perhaps  controversial.  However,  all  demonstrate  the  awesome  potential  of  communi- 
cation. It  is  for  that  reason  we  believe  the  freedoms  granted  to  popular  views  are  also 
extended  to  the  ones  that  are  not. 

For  27  years,  the  Argus  has  been  the  primary  soapbox  for  students  to  publish  their  views 
and  artwork  uninhibited,  and  we  aim  to  uphold  that  tradition,  as  long  as  the  submissions 
promote  a  civil  discussion  of  ideas. 

So  join  these  poets  and  artists  in  celebrating  the  freedom  literature  provides  all  of  us. 
Open  the  pages  and  feel  infinite.  Just  as  the  writer,  never  stop  experiencing  the  grandeur, 
the  drizzle,  the  boiled-crawfish-love  in  every  moment.  With  open  eyes,  let  the  Truth 
overwhelm  your  senses.  Gawk,  laugh,  cry,  hold  hands  with  humanity...  and  always  re- 
member to  live  passionately  and  expect  the  dawn. 

Love, 

glenn  ward 
Editor-in-chief 


C> 


lO 


CO 


Acknowledgments:  The  Argus  staff  would  like  to  give  the  following 
people  a  round  of  applause  for  all  their  time  given  to  ensure  the  success  of  this  year's  Argus. 

Thank  you  Bobbie  Jackson  and  Mrs.  Dootsie,  the  best  secretaries  at  NSU,  for  the  constant 
encouragement,  support  and  leaving  us  the  keys  so  we  could  work  afterhours. 

We  would  like  to  thank  the  following  professors  who  participated  in  the  judging,  even  when 
we  brought  it  to  them  at  the  last  moment:   (Art)  Michael  Yankowski  and  Bill  Bryant, 
(Fiction)  Lisa  Abney,  (Nonfiction)  Clayton  Delery  and  Nahla  Beier,  (Photography)  Gary 
Hardamon,  Neill  Cameron  and  Don  Sepulvado,  (Poetry)  Mary  Striegel,  Michelle  Pichon 
and  Helen  Sugarman. 

We  send  our  gratitude  to  the  English  and  journalism  departments  for  their  advice,  especially 
Neil  Ralston  and  Rocky  Colavito.  Also,  we  want  to  thank  the  Current  Sauce  and  Potpourri 
for  support  and  not  minding  when  we  clogged  up  their  computers  with  layout  pages. 

Special  kudos  to  our  advisor  Julie  Kane  for  keeping  us  timely  with  the  publication  and  for 
the  thorough  copy  editing. 

Last  but  not  least,  we  send  out  appreciation  to  Beth  and  Charlie  at  the  Louisiana  Technical 
Resource  Center  for  their  patience  with  us  and  for  making  this  year's  magazine  look  so  good! 


DiSClQim©r:  The  ideas  and  opinions 
either  expressed  or  implied  are  not  necessar- 
ily those  of  the  editorial  staff  of  Argus,  nor  of 
the  administration  or  staff  of  Northwestern. 


angelin 

I  search  p   .  61  'the  season  has  come  pagi  3  3 

Michael  Arcement  II 

Deathless  Sleep  pa  i  101  /  The  Journey  page  127 

Phillip  Brooks 

Weeds  of  Grass  pagi  si  /  Fairy  Child  page  13  /Time  out  page  109  /  The  Face  pa     90 

Blake  Bennett 

Waterfall  page  53  /  Untided  pagi  14  /  Untitled  pa     1" 

Casie  Renee  Bowden 

Mr.  Fisherman  page  100 

Angie  Brack 

The  Wrong  Decision  pagi  1 1 1 

Stoney  Brown 

A  Reading  from  The  Book  of  Laughter  page  1 20 

Kyle  A.  Carter 

Visions  from  |esus  pa     45  /  What  i>-  on  the  end  ol  your  fork.'  page  91 

Valerie  L.  Clark 

I  le's  my  man...  page  126  /  Fly  Au.i\   ■      73/ ( Cotton  Field  page  1 18  /  Free  page  54 

Ana  Colls 

The  Sailor's  Work  page  51  /  It  Felt  Real  pagi  7  5 

Darrin  Campbell 

Inked  Up  page  61  /Sitting  on  rhe(  Srass...  page  111  /Throw  Down  pa     60 

Jason  Champagne 

Resting  Place  />a,iJc'  55 

Andrew  Patrick  David 

I  AM  OFFENDED  page  69  /  City  Roy  page  1 1 2  /  A  Conversation  of  Three  page  1  3  1 

Shane  Padraic  Erath 

Back  in  Your  Cage         20  /Empty  but  full  page  73  /Natural  Grammar  page  H  /  Questionnaire  for  the  Develop- 
ment ot  a  Personality  /xi.sje  49  /  Seven  of  One  page  126  /  Merry  Christmas  page  16  /  The  Return  of  Iron  Man  page  24 

Shanda  Florane 

Nature's  Bounties  page  52 

Cynthia  Figueroa 

Blue  Girl  page  56  /  Feather  Series  =  3  page  117/  Abstrai 

Julie  Freyou 

Symphony  ol  1  page  1 1 1 

Dan  Grissom 

Leave  here  a  stranger  page  3  /  Tree  at  the  Bay  page  S3  /  View  from  a  peaceful  place  page  1 34 

Hope  Gilmore 

Water  my  soul  page  54 

Jamie  Green 

Mind's  Journey  pagi  46 

Lee  Ola  Caldwell  Gardner 

Love         47  oC*) 


Garrett  Guillotte 

The  Stop  Signs  were  Literal  page  15 


contents: 


Russell  Greenlee 

My  Dark  Side  page  51 

Monica  Gremillion 

Untitled  page  26 

Alex  Guillory 

Getting  past  the  hate  page  70 

J.  E.  Hamilton 

Verloren  page  89  /  Untitled  page  46 

Tanya  E.  Harrell 

a  shattered  heart  page  1 02 

Jenna  Sue  Hickman 

Poetry  in  Motion  page  20 

Joseph  Johnson 

Blood  On  My  Hands  page  64  /  The  Irony  of  Washing  Clothes  page  28 

John  Keeling 

The  Door  page  131/  The  Company  You  Keep  page  1 00 

Jessica  Klug 

Forsaken  page  84  /  A  Dying  Race  page  84 

Ashley  R.  Knott 

Once  Upon  a  Night  page  42 

Sabrina  Key 

standing  at  his  grave  page  96  /  library  fines. . .  page  110/  the  old  lady . . .  page  33  /  Holes  in  the  Campfire  page  27 

Rebecca  Lee 

Swallowed  page  89 

Marie  A.  Loeftler 

Poetry  page  127  /  Wedding  Dress  page  50  /  The  Beat  page  61  / 
Grocery  Bags  page  51  /  Kettle  Moraine  page  1 18 

Kimberly  Lachney 

Virtuous  Love  page  23 

Windy  S.  LaBorde 

My  Poem  page  58 

Anthony  McKaskle 

Male.  Caucasian  page  60 

Shawna  Miller 

Fields  of  innocence  page  119 

Samantha  Maxie 

To  everything  there  is  a  season  page  98 

Alexandra  Nieto 

Flowers  page  30 

Krista  Parker 

Falling  page  72  /  Saturday  page  119/  I'm  never  pretty  page  23 


J 


Ashley  Pierce 

Mothering  Kind  pagi  42  /  Ophelia  pagi  84 

Thomas  Parrie 

Twelve  Goodby  ■  *  106  /  The  Avengi 

Toi  Rogers 

The  Heart  of  the  Storm  page  11  /  Davelin  Avenue  page  1  3  3 

Stephanie  Stills 

Do  1  Have  To?  page  1 5 

oz 

Cradling  po     107  /Make  No  Mistake  page.  1 19  /  Oh,  I'm  Damn  Good  pagt  Yl  /  What  a  Tease  pagi  10 

Heather  M.  Smith 

A  Poison  Tree  page  82 

Leslee  A.  Toney 

Unintentional  Love  ,        130  /  Another  Chance  page  62  /  The  Coffee  Tot  Sound  page  50/  Don't  Fall  in  Love 
You  Idiol !  pa  ps  47  /  Useless  Toys  1 08  /  The  Sandbox  Story  page  56  /  Nobody's  Home  page  128 

Tom  Townsend  II 

Perceptions  pagu  35  /My  Shining  Rose  page  31 

Hollie  Townsend 

Growth  pagi  85  /Magic  Touch  page  31 

Danielle  Thomas 

a  landscape  at  dawn  pagi  6  5 

Francis  L.  Tonry 

Wanted:  a  dad  for  Dakota  page  129 

Roderick  Vaughn 

The  Essence  ot  Keys  pagi  21 

Malcolm  H.  Villarrubia  III 

Untitled         58    ( lypress  Knees  page  82 

Shamarra  Jashon  Williams 

Falling  Down  Stairs  pa  i  130  /  Beautiful  Lovers  page  106 

Leslie  Westbrook 

I'm  Simlin'  pagi  59  /Taint  of  Man...  page  49  /  No  page  2  /  Title  not 
Included  pagi  135  /  Hurry,  Gel  the  Camera!  page  15/Octopi  '7  /  Here's  My  Point  page  131 

Joshua  Williams 

I  thought  pagi  44 

Mariann  Wilson 

Amarillo page  97/221  S.  ( Senois  page  133 

glenn  ward 

I  had  page  95  /  Paperclips  and  W2forms  ■     t  hicken  Mushroom  Soup  page  74 

Tera  D.  Westfall 

Broken  page  1  3  3/  Sealeye  pa     4s  /  Arcadia  page  32  /  Lorien  page  22 

Amanda  Walker 

Untitled  page  43  /  Untitled  page  67  /  Untitled  page  122 


2002-2003 
Cdntest  Winners: 


Since  its  conception  in  1976,  The  Argus  has  been  NSU's 
annual  student  publication  for  artistic,  poetic  and  pro- 
saic creative  expression.  Each  year  the  magazine  runs  a 
contest  to  offer  amateur  writers  and  artists  a  chance  to 
be  anthologized  and  recognized  for  their  work.  The  sub- 
missions are  compiled  and  judged  by  a  panel  of  qualified 
professors  and  professionals  who  award  first  place  $100, 
second  place  $75,  and  third  place  $50.  In  the  unfortu- 
nate event  that  the  submissions  for  a  category  did  not 
warrant  special  recognition,  or  if  there  were  not  enough 
entries  in  a  category  to  justify  awarding  prize  money, 
the  advisor  and  editor  will  take  appropriate  action. 
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l)UseleSS  Toys:  Leslee  A.  Toney,  page  108 
O  ediU)r'$  note:  there  was  only  one  contributor  in  this  category. 


What  a  Tease: 


1  took  one  glance  in  the  mirror  to  make  sure  everything  looked  okay.  My  red  hair  was 
combed  in  place  and  was  perfect.  I  was  also  clean-shaven,  and  did  not  have  a  single  wrinkle 
in  my  dress  shirt  and  blue  jeans.  I  was  ready.  It  was  eight  o'clock  and  I  was  going  to  meet 
Maya  at  Sugar's,  a  small  strip  club  in  Baton  Rouge.  She  was  going  to  give  me  something  1 
needed.  Something  1  never  thought,  until  that  night,  I  would  need  as  bad  as  1  needed  it  then. 
With  the  smile  ot  a  conquering  fool,  1  stepped  out  of  my  apartment  and  drove  the  tour  blocks 
to  the  only  place  I  hung  out. 

The  night  was  clear  and  cold,  and  the  traffic  was  moving  at  its  usual  pulse  rate.  When  I 
pulled  into  the  parking  lot,  1  found  another  reason  tor  smiling — only  tour  cars  were  parking 
in  the  front  of  the  club.  The  night  was  going  to  be  slow,  and  that  meant  I  would  have  more- 
time  with  Maya  and  the  others.  I  walked  up  to  the  wooden  door  with  my  five-dollar  entrance 
tee  and  my  driver's  license  in  my  hand.  When  I  opened  the  door,  cigarette  smoke  and  loud 
music  bit  me  square  in  the  face,  and  this  is  why  I  only  came  to  the  club  once  a  week.  I  hate 
bars,  but  1  love  good  company.  The  owner  ot  Sugar's,  who  was  sitting  by  the  door,  also 
greeted  me. 

"Hey,  OZ.  How's  the  world  treatin'  you.'"  he  asked. 

"A  lot  better  now,  that's  tor  sure." 

I  consider  it  a  shame  that  I  never  knew  the  owner's  name,  but  then  again,  I  never  came  to 
talk  to  him,  so  it  didn't  really  matter.  However,  from  wh.it  little  1  knew  ot  bun,  he  appeared 
to  be  a  really  nice  guy,  especially  since  I  was  only  nineteen  and  1  was  being  allowed  into  a  bar 
meant  tor  people  twenty-one  years  old  and  older.  I  always  wondered  it  be  ever  looked  at  my 
license. 

I  placed  my  license  back  in  my  wallet  and  scanned  the  club.  My  eyes  took  a  couple  ot 
seconds  to  adjust  to  the  dim  lighting,  but  to  my  lett  was  the  main  stage.  Gretchen,  a  good- 
looking  girl  but  in  no  way  remarkable,  took  her  turn  to  dance  onstage.  She  was  a  blonde  with 
average  height,  average  hair  length,  average  dancing  ability,  and  average  intelligence. 
Gretchen  was  all  business,  so  I  rarely  talked  to  her,  it  1  talked  to  her  at  all.  She  was  dancing 
^<n  ,i  small  runway  that  connected  to  .mother  stage  that  lead  to  the  entrance  the  girls  took  to 
the  back  dressing  room.  The  middle  of  the  stage  was  completed  with  a  brass  pole  that  wis 
securely  connected  at  the  toot  of  the  stage  and  the  ceiling. 

During  my  scanning  of  the  bar,  I  didn't  see  Maya  anywhere,  SO  1  walked  by  the  DJ  and  to 
the  bar,  which  was  on  my  extreme  left.  1  sat  down  on  one  ot  the  high,  comfortable  bar  stools 
and  placed  a  five  into  the  tip  jar. 

"I  ley,  Mike.  What's  new  in  the  world  ot  debauchery.'"  1  don't  like  bars,  but  I  know  it  is 
important  to  know  and  to  be  friendly  to  the  bartenders. 

"Not  much,"  he  replied. 

"Is  Maya  here.'" 
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"I  don't  know.  She  hasn't  started  yet.  Want  anything?" 

"Yeah,  give  me  a  Coke." 

Mike  laughed.  "Is  that  all?  Man,  I  would  love  to  see  how  much  it  would  take  to  get  a  man 
your  size  drunk." 

"Do  you  wanna  foot  the  bill?" 

"Hell,  no." 

"Well,  neither  do  I.  Don't  work  too  hard,  Mike.  See  ya."  I  took  my  drink  and  waded  across 
the  dense  sea  of  small,  empty,  circular  tables  to  the  other  side  of  the  club  where  two  pool 
tables  sat  solemn  like  islands  in  the  Pacific  Ocean.  I  climbed  the  two  steps  into  the  section  of 
the  club  that  was  my  haven.  The  pool  table  section  was  like  another  room  with  the  fourth 
wall  as  the  entrance,  and  the  remaining  three  walls  built  with  slats.  The  pool  tables  had  a 
lamp  above  each  one  as  well  as  a  fifty-one  inch  television  mounted  on  a  large  stand  behind 
the  tables.  Oh,  the  irony. 

I  had  just  racked  my  first  game  when  I  noticed  I  was  stealthily  being  approached  by  one  of 
the  dancers.  She  was  tall  with  red  hair  and  green  eyes,  and  I  would  swear  to  anyone  that  she 
was  the  idea  behind  Jessica  Rabbit.  She  wore  a  full-length,  two-piece  white  dress  with  a  slit 
on  the  left  side  that  went  all  the  way  up  to  her  hip.  Her  skin  would  have  been  flawless  except 
for  the  small  Playboy  bunny  tattoo  directly  above  her  navel.  She  gracefully  walked  up  to  me 
and  placed  her  left  arm  around  me,  while  using  the  other  arm  to  playfully  pin  me  to  one  side 
of  the  pool  table. 

"It's  a  good  thing  redheads  rock,"  I  whispered  ritualistically  in  her  ear  over  the  head 
pounding  music. 

"And  it's  a  good  thing  to  rock  redheads." 

I  laughed.  "What's  new,  Ivy?" 

"Not  much.  I  am  sooo  bored,"  she  said  in  a  teasing  way  that  had  long  since  become  a  habit. 

"Wanna  join  me  in  a  game?" 

"Nah,  you  know  I  don't  play.  You're  going  to  have  to  wait  for  a  night  when  Deanna  is  here 
so  she  can  keep  kicking  your  butt." 

"Aww,  c'mon,  you  know  I  just  let  her  win." 

"Whatever."  Even  above  the  noise,  her  words  hung  in  the  air  like  the  remnants  of  a  bell 
chime. 

"Is  Maya  here  yet?' 

"Yeah,  she's  getting  ready  in  the  back.  She'll  be  out  in  a  minute.  Well,  I'm  going  to  get 
back  to  work.  I'll  talk  to  you  later,  babe." 

"I  certainly  hope  so." 

As  I  turned  my  attention  back  to  the  game,  I  noticed  I  was  getting  more  anxious.  I  couldn't 
wait  until  Maya  came  out.  I  resolved  myself  to  focus  on  the  game.  I  loved  pool,  because  it 
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What  a  Tease 


\v,i>  methodical  and  sudden,  exact  and  chaotic,  cense  .md  relaxing,  all  at  the  same  time.  1  was 
in  the  middle  of  my  second  game  when  I  looked  up  to  see  her  watching  me  play. 

She  was  beautiful.  Maya  was  slender  with  just  a  hint  ot  sass  m  every  move  she  made.  Her 
close-cropped  hair  framed  delicate  features  that  provided  the  perfect  foundation  for  her  large 
brown  eves.  I'm  a  sucker  for  brown  eyes  and  she  knows  it.  Oh,  Lord,  does  she  know. 

"Hey,  beautiful." 

Maya  simply  waved.  In  all  the  time  I've  known  her,  she  has  never  greeted  someone  by 
telling  them  "hi"  or  "hello".  It  was  one  of  the  many  things  that  puzzled  me  about  her,  but 
that  was  Maya. 

"Do  you  have  it.7"  I  asked. 

She  nodded  her  head  in  the  affirmative. 

"Have  we  got  time?  It  may  take  a  while  to  get  warmed  up." 

"Yeah,  I'm  not  up  until  after  the  next  three  sets." 

"That's  about  thirty  minutes,  so  1  should  have  enough  time  to  do  what  I  need  to  do." 

"Thanks  for  doing  this  for  me.  Most  of  the  guys  I  ask  to  do  it  want  me  to  pay  them  an 
outrageous  fee." 

"Hey,  no  problem.  That's  what  I'm  here  tor,"  1  said  with  a  wink. 

She  walked  over  to  a  table  th.it  was  closest  to  the  light  hanging  oxer  the  pool  table.  I  was 
getting  more  excited  with  each  step  she  took,  and  quit  my  game  to  sit  next  to  her.  There, 
resting  upon  the  tabletop  in  all  of  its  8  x  1 1-inch  glory  was  a  comparative  essay  on  three 
poems  by  Emily  Dickinson.  Unlike  most  of  the  girls  who  worked  there,  Maya  was  actually 
putting  herself  through  college. 

I  had  been  working  awa\  from  home  tor  a  year,  and  for  the  past  six  months  I  had  been 
working  at  the  Exxon  oil  refinery  in  Baton  Rouge.  I  longed  severely  for  a  classroom  atmo- 
sphere, and  now  I  had  ir  before  me  in  a  small  bit  ot  scholarly  prose.  1  was  in  heaven.  Maya 
sat  close  to  me  and  hugged  my  right  arm.  She  was  ,i  <u^d  writer  but  she  had  plenty  o( 
errors,  which  I  pointed  out  while  making  pieces  of  advice  for  her  next  paper.  Maya  sat 
closer  and  with  each  new  point  I  brought  up,  the  closer  to  ecstasy  1  came.  I  didn't  know  it 
at  the  time,  but  I  was  destined  to  become  an  English  major.  I  could  have  done  this  with 
her  all  night  long. 
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Fairy  Child:  Phiinp  Brook 


Hurry,  Get  the  Camera! 


Ambulance,  roadblock,  racketeer,  make-believe,  never  fear 

Cold  banana,  ice-cream  cone,  george  w.,  cordless  phone 

Dreams  of  bats,  dinosaurs,  magic  wings,  invisibility 

Out  of  the  blue,  diametrically  opposed,  focused 

Keyboard  saint,  magazine,  funeral  hater,  time 

Testify,  wish  I  could,  oreos,  expired  milk 

Hate  crimes,  television,  bible  says  so 

Ground  for  good,  shovel — no  stick 

Laughing  stock,  drunken  spellr 

Anatomy  mystery,  devil  head 
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Blanket  holes,  warning  siren 

Chatterbox,  feather  duster 

Spider  webs,  discomfort 

Pillow  talk,  argument 

Highway  sounds 

Barbed-wire  air 

Cows  and  me 

Finally  stop 

Gambling 

Losing 

Win 

Or 

die. 

Leslie  Westbrook  (*This  author  did  not  allow 

spelling  errors  to  be  corrected.) 


The  Stop  Signs  were  Literal: 

Each  end  of  the  street 
couldn't  have  been  a  better  border 
if  East  German  snipers 
lived  behind  the  stop  signs. 

That  left  me  two  yards, 

one  made  of  concrete 

so  dad  wouldn't  have  to  mow  it. 

The  other  would  be  muddy 

in  a  drought.  "Don't 

play  outside  if  you 
can  help  it,"  mom 
would  say.  So  the  only 
kid  on  the  street 
stayed  inside. 

Garrett  Guillotte 
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Do  I  Have  To. 


Mama  yelled, 

Time  to  clean  your  room! 

As  a  child 

Time  to  clean  the  hard  work  of  destruction 

Do  you  know  how  long  it  took  me  ? 

Oh  well,  she  is  not  in  here  to  watch  me 

So,  1  will  finish  my  work  of  art 

Door  shut 

A  hard  thrust  it  will  take  to  open 

Crumbs  cover  my  floor  as  the  first  layer 

Second  layer  is  my  Barbie  dolls 

Her  clothes,  my  clothes,  my  change  of  clothes 

Nick  watching  me  as  I  change  the  channel 

Now  Big  Bird  is  teaching  me  how  to  count 

Who  is  that  knocking  on  my  door? 

Are  you  cleaning  your  room? 
What  are  you  doing  in  there? 
I  am  coming  in  . . . 

I  am  cleaning  up 

The  door  slowly  opening 

Quiet,  but  Big  Bird  is  still  talking 

Not  to  me..., 

I  am  only  under  the  pile  of  toys  and  clothes  on 

my  floor 

Think  she'll  see  me. . . 

Obviously,  I  am  the  3rd  child 

The  others  must  have  used  my  plan 

A  belt  in  her  hand 

Made  me  come  out  and  clean  my  room 

Stephanie  Stills 


Merry  Christmas: 


Shane  l\ulrau-  Erath 


I  don't  like  nursing  homes;  then  again,  no  one  really  Joes.  In  am  case,  it  was  the 
last  plaee  1  wanted  to  be  on  a  Christmas  break  spent  in  Germany,  especially  with 
the  snow  building  outside.  It's  not  like  1  saw  snow  often — my  hometown  in  Louisiana 

sure  as  hell  never  had  snow,  at  least  not  real  snow.  Every  once  in  a  while  some 
rain  would  freeze  in  the  winter,  and  kids  would  throw  muddy  icehalls  at  each  other 
and  call  it  snow.  But  anyway,  1  didn't  want  to  he  in  a  nursing  home  listening  to 
mentally-challenged  Germans  singing  Christmas  carols  to  old  people. 

Alas,  though,  I  was  stuck  here.  My  mentally-challenged  uncle  and  the  choir  he  was 
in  were  at  my  grandmother's  nursing  home,  singing.  Cake  and  coffee  afterwards,  here's 
your  cheap  plastic  cup,  drink  up.  I  wouldn't  eat  any  cake;  I  had  an  aversion  to  any  food 
made  in  a  nursing  home  because  I  wasn't  sure  what  they  did  with  the  bodies  when  the 
old  people  died.  I  was  about  the  only  person  in  here  under  fifty,  other  than  the  workers 
and  a  long-legged,  busty  blond  about  my  age,  straight  out  of  a  Viking  myth.  Guess 
grandpa  Thor's  in  the  nursing  home.  Sucks  for  you,  honey. 

The  coffee  wasn't  that  great,  hut  it  sure  heat  the  stale  smell  of  nursing  home,  so  1 
clutched  my  cup  desperately,  inhaling  the  bitter  smell.  I  was  lucky  enough  to  grab  a 
spot  on  the  table  at  the  corner — my  mom  on  one  side  of  me,  and  no  more  seats  on  the 
other,  I  was  saved  from  having  to  hreak  out  my  rusted  German  and  actually  speak  with 
one  of  the  relics.  Unfortunately,  I  hadn't  planned  on  wheelchairs — damn  those  crafty 
retired  people! 

This  one  was  older  than  my  grandma,  hut  not  bony  and  crooked.  Nah,  this  one  liked 
the  eating — age  wasn't  the  only  reason  the  woman  couldn't  walk.  The  shawl  around 
her  shoulders  indicated  color  hlindness;  that  was  the  only  explanation  for  the  sheer 
horror.  Maybe  she'll  be  too  caught  up  in  her  cake  to  talk. 

"Visiting  your  grandma,  are  you,  kid?"  she  asked,  in  German,  of  course. 

Shit,  it  lives.  I  almost  answered  in  English;  then  I  remembered  she  wouldn't  under- 
stand that.  "Yeah,  uh,  spending  some  holiday  time  with  her."  I  cocked  my  head  towards 
my  grandmother,  on  the  other  side  of  my  mom,  hunched  in  her  own  wheelchair  and 
devouring  her  cake.  The  woman  swore  she  had  problems  eating,  hut  she  sure  didn't 
seem  to  if  it's  something  she  liked. 

"Aw,  that's  sweet.  You're  not  from  here,  are  you?  You've  got  an  accent."  She  smacked 
her  gums.  She  actually  smacked  her  gums.  I  thought  old  people  only  did  that  in  car- 
toons. 

"No,  uh,  I'm  from  America." 

The  woman  waited  patiently  for  the  nurse  to  slide  a  slue  of  cake  onto  her  plate.  I 
politely  declined  the  nurse's  offer,  though;  no  wrinklies  for  me,  thanks!  Tugging  a  nap- 
kin over  her  lap,  she  hefted  her  fork  in  shaky  fingers.  "America!  Why  do  you  live 
there?" 

"...because  I'm  American." 

She  |ust  smiled  as  hest  as  she  could  around  her  mouthful  of  cake,  swallowing  hard. 
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"Your  parents  must  be  German." 

"Yeah,  my  mom's  from  here,  my  dad's  an  American."  I  glanced  over  at  her  with  a 
smile,  only  to  see  her  lifting  a  trembling  fork  to  her  mouth,  losing  half  of  the  cake  onto 
the  napkin  over  her  lap.  Man,  lady,  I  thought,  you  don't  have  much  more  to  go. 

"It's  always  nice  when  the  choir  comes.  They  do  it  every  year  around  Christmas." 

"Yeah,  that's  nice  of  them,  I'll  bet."  So  she'd  been  there  for  a  while;  long  enough  to 
know  the  choir  comes  every  year.  It  got  me  to  wondering  how  old  she  was.  After  about 
seventy  it  becomes  futile  to  try  and  guess;  they  all  start  looking  the  same  about  that 
time.  My  grandma  was. . .  what  was  grandma?  Seventy-five  or  so,  I'd  guess.  This  one  was 
older,  though  her  rotund  figure  did  a  bit  to  cushion  the  weight  of  years. 

"And  it's  fun  because  they  bring  us  all  down  here  and  we  can  talk  and  have  cake 
together." 

"That's  nice  of  them,  to  do  this  for  you  guys  every  year."  I  started  to  sound  like  a 
broken  record,  but  I  didn't  know  how  to  respond  to  the  old  woman.  Besides,  I  was  too 
caught  up  in  trying  to  guess  her  age  to  actively  engage  in  conversation.  Eighty?  Maybe 
older...  eighty -five,  yeah.  Probably  like  eighty -five. 

I  was  actually  feeling  uncomfortable  talking  to  her,  and  I  never  feel  uncomfortable 
talking  to  people.  She  waited  for  the  nurse  to  pour  her  a  cup  of  milk  with  a  few  drops  of 
coffee,  sucking  down  a  sip.  "And  who's  your  grandmother?" 

"Menges."  I  guess  she'd  forgotten  me  nodding  towards  my  grandmother  earlier.  My 
coffee  was  empty,  and  now  I  was  stuck  with  the  smell  of  the  big  nursing  home  lounge.  It 
was  stale,  filtered,  and  made  my  eyes  burn — kind  of  like  a  library  or  old  bookstore, 
except  that  in  a  bookstore  I  always  associated  the  dry,  dusty  odor  with  my  favorite 
hobby;  here,  I  associated  it  with  this  mass  of  elderly  huddled  around  a  long  banquet 
table,  trying  to  gum  their  cake  and  coffee.  It  was  depressing. 

"Oooh.  What  part  of  America  are  you  from?  I  have  a  grandson  that  vacations  in 
Florida." 

"Louisiana.  Same  part  of  the  United  States." 

(Your  grandkid's  old  enough  to  vacation  alone  to  Florida.  Yeah,  you're  old.  He  might 
want  to  come  visit  soon,  might  not  have  much  time,  the  way  you  gum  that  cake.) 

I  felt  kind  of  bad  for  the  thought,  at  first,  but  really  it  was  close  to  the  truth.  My  train 
of  thought  began  derailing  in  this  direction,  and  a  knot  formed  in  my  belly  in  anticipa- 
tion of  the  certain  crash. 

"He  likes  the  weather  there.  Doesn't  get  the  rain  we  always  have.  It  always  rains 
here  in  the  summer." 

"Yeah,  we  come  in  the  summer  every  year,  it  gets  kind  of  tiresome.  Does  your  grand- 
son visit  often?"  The  question  was  asked  without  thinking.  Now  I  could  only  pray  for  a 
positive  answer;  I  didn't  think  I  could  deal  with  the  old  woman  breaking  down  on  me. 

"Oh,  yes!  And  he  sends  pictures  and  calls." 

"Well,  that's  good.  Does  he  live  nearby?" 


Merry  Christmas 

(Sound  a  little  too  excited  about  his  pictures,  lady.  Bet  you  just  nan  around  for  chose  phone 

calls  and  visits  all  year,  don't  you?  Sot  like  there's  anything  else  to  do  in  here,  except  for  on 

days  like  this . ) 
"He  lives  in  Bavaria." 

"Oh,  well,  I'm  sure  he  visits  plenty  then." 

(Guess  those  visits  aren't  as  often  as  you'd  like  to  believe.  I  know  C  iermans.  and  a  two-hour 
drive  is  a  planned  trip  for  them.) 

"I  see  him  every  tew  months,  yes." 

Wonder  what  he  thinks  about  your  health.  Does  he  try  not  to?  Probably,  yeah,  makes  him 
uncomfortable  like  you  do  me.  That  knot  in  my  belly  tugged,  and  my  train  of  thought 
brought  me  to  a  stop  I  hadn't  planned  on.  Wonder  how  long  you've  got,  gramms.  Some  of 
'em  in  your  condition  make  it  another  ten,  fifteen  years  in  these  places,  living  between  those 
phonecalls  and  visits,  just  waiting. . .  some  of  them  only  make  it  a  year,  some  of  them  a  decade. 
How  much  you  got? 

I  nodded  mutely.  I  didn't  know  what  to  say  to  the  old  woman.  Besides,  that  tightened 
muscle  in  my  gut  had  expanded,  making  me  shift  in  my  seat  uncomfortably.  It  was  like 
the  night  before  Christmas  in  a  bad  way,  thinking  about  her  dying;  the  same  anticipa- 
tion, but  making  me  sick.  It  was  like  one  of  those  pick-a-numher  games  from  grade 
school,  where  you've  got  a  choice  between  1  and  1  5  and  you  have  to  pick  the  closest 
one,  and  if  you  win  you  get  to  lead  the  class  out  at  recess.  I'll  say. . .  five,  tops. 

"So  which  do  you  prefer,  Germany  or  America?" 

"I'm  not  partial;  I  have  a  lot  of  friends  here,  and  the  food's  better,  but  the  weather's 
nicer  in  the  States." 

(I  like  any  place  but  this  retirement  home,  to  be  honest.) 

It  was  almost  like  talking  to  a  person  that  was  already  dead.  She  practically  was;  the 
people  in  these  homes  are  just  sitting  around  waiting  tor  the  tiddler  to  come  take  them, 
and  that's  not  really  living.  It's  just  the  state  of  not  being  dead.  It  allowed  me  to  exam- 
ine the  knot  in  my  gut  more  objectively;  it  was  anticipation,  and  I  had  felt  it  before, 
and  not  just  on  the  night  betore  Christmas. 

I  tapped  my  finger  restlessly  on  the  table.  Across  from  me,  on  the  other  end  of  the 
table,  two  old  men  were  discussing  the  cake,  and  how  much  better  it  was  today  than  the 
usual  cake  the  retirement  home  served 

(SOYLENT  GREEN  IS  PEOPLE) 
while  my  mother  agreed  with  my  grandma  that  the  coffee  was,  indeed,  too  bitter. 

(The  nurses  do  that  so  they  don't  have  to  smell  the  old  people,  duh.) 

"Yes,  my  grandson  says  the  same  thing.  You  speak  very  good  German  for 
an  American." 

"Well,  my  mom's  been  speaking  it  with  me  since  I  was  really  little." 

The  mindless  drivel  caused  my  mind  to  wander.  It  was  like  the  old  lady  was  speaking 
just  to  speak,  and  1  didn't  really  mind;  it  was  something  to  keep  me  from  focusing  on 
that  stale  ,ur.  I  remembered  a  time  as  a  twelve-year-old'boy  when  my  pet  dog  died.  He 
spent  the  whole  day  beforehand  sick;  wouldn't  eat,  wouldn't  drink,  was  kind  of  just 
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lying  around,  waiting  for  his  time,  and  the  whole  time  he  was  sick  there  was  that  knot  g 
of  grim  anticipation  in  my  gut.  It  was  the  same  bouncy,  restless  feeling  I  had  on  my  b 
birthday  or  Christmas  Eve,  but  that  anticipation  was  Two-face,  and  I  was  looking  at  the 
burn-scars.  It  was  like  someone  had  cast  a  shadow  over  it,  somehow  tainted  good 
(talk  lady  so  my  train  doesn't  totally  derail)  holiday  fun  with  gruesome  slime.  It  made 
me  queasy  and  bouncy  at  the  same  time. 

That's  what  I  was  feeling  now,  and  I  realized  this  woman's  situation  was  not  unlike 
my  old  dog's. 

I  wondered  if  it  was  the  same  for  my  own  grandmother.  Of  course  it  was;  the  only 
thing  she  really  looked  forward  to  were  our  visits  and  calls,  and  the  occasional  visits 
from  her  sister.  Other  than  that,  she  waited  for  nothing  in  particular;  I  wondered  if  that 
lead  ball  of  anticipation  was  in  her  gut,  too,  but  more  constant — not  something  to  go 
away  as  soon  as  she  left  the  nursing  home,  but  something  that  stayed  with  her  all  the 
time  because  she  lived  here. 

"How  long  have  you  been  coming  here?" 

"Since  I  was  about  four  or  five." 

(jesus  mary  Joseph  is  that  lead  sinker  in  my  stomach  getting  tighter?  i  think  i'm  gonna  be  sick 
thank  god  i  didn't  eat  i  don't  like  black  forest  cake  anyway  and  now  this  man  i'd  be  PUKINQ 
say  something  i  can't  smell  that  air  anymore) 

"Well,  that's  good.  I'm  glad  you  like  it  here." 

"Yeah,  it's  cool." 

(come  on  come  on  it's  time  to  leave  isn't  it  time  to  leave  bounce  bounce  bounce  tap  foot 
bounce  i'm  like  tigger  the  wizard  ofOZ?  no  no  winnie  the  pooh  my  train  is  GONE  SEEYAH 
LATER  ALLIGATOR  AFTER  A  WHILE  CROCODILE  dad  it's  time  to  L-E-A-V-E) 

"Oh!  I  think  your  parents  are  getting  ready  to  leave.  You'd  best  go  say  goodbye  to  your 
grandmother.  It  was  very  nice  meeting  you." 

It  was  like  that  bell  that  went  off  during  grade  school,  when  everyone  would  whoop 
and  holler  while  grabbing  their  books  to  go  home.  I  guess  my  thoughts  had  been  men- 
tally projected  to  my  parents;  maybe  I  was  psychic,  or  maybe  they  were  just  getting 
grim-bouncy  too. 

"Yeah,  see  you  later,"  I  mumbled,  glancing  over  at  my  parents.  They  were  getting  up, 
and  my  mom  was  wheeling  my  grandma's  wheelchair  towards  the  elevator. 

"Alright,  Shane,  you  about  ready  to  get  out  of  here?  We're  going  to  bring  grandma 
back  up  to  her  room  because  we've  still  got  to  get  home  so  your  mom  can  make  dinner." 
I  breathed  an  unbidden  sigh  of  relief,  "Sure  thing,  Dad.  I'll  go  unlock  the  bikes.  Great, 
we  get  to  ride  through  the  frickin'  snow  on  a  bike." 

(Are  you  Jesus?  because  you  sure  just  cast  a  miracle) 

I  made  my  way  out  the  electric  doors  and  took  a  deep  breath  before  wrapping  my  blue 
scarf  around  my  face.  Despite  the  snow,  the  cold  air  outside  tasted  better  than  the 
nursing  home's.  And  besides,  it  was  only  a  few  days  'till  Christmas  Eve,  right? 
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Back  in  Your  Cage 


I  cannot  concentrate  on  the  unintermpted  flow  of  words 

because  beckoning,  meekly,  across  the  room 

rests  a  figure  with  cat's  eyes, 

deepest  of  blue. 

Arrogantly  I  engage  the  heroine, 

head  held  high  with  a  ruse  of  confidence, 

hat  slumped  to  one  side  at  its  jaunty  angle, 

firm  in  my  trust  in  imagined  competence. 


Swift  conversation, 
a  few  faint  giggles — 
and  a  trading  of  names, 
though  just  first  and  middle. 
But  finally  I'm  beaten, 
slapped  back  'hind  my  screen, 
when  I  ask  her  her  age, 
and  she  replies,  "Just  14" 

Shane  Padraic  Erath 


The  poem  I  write  is  sonnet, 

A  song  that  is  a  rolling  wave. 

I  send  it  on  a  course  for  your  heart, 

that  unseen,  quiet  shore. 

The  dolphins  that  ride 

the  ever  flowing  tune, 

are  confessions  of  my  loyalty  to  you. 

They  are  driven  by  the  promise  of  love 

Whispered  to  them  by  the  mists  of  my  soul. 

And  my  emotions  are  the  grains  of  sand 

Brought  along  on  the  journey.... 

The  moon,  she  captures  my  adoration, 

As  I  gaze  at  her  from  far  below. 

Her  beauty  is  short  only  yours... 

You  who  are  my  muse. 

You  have  opened  the  doors  to  my  inner  bein^, 

For  it  is  you  who  holds  the  key  to  my  inspiration. 

And  so  I  am  driven  to  write  to  you  now. 

The  glistening  silver  seagulls 

are  the  ink  of  the  pen  I  use 

to  write  across  the  ash  colored  sky, 

It  plays  the  part  of  my  paper 

to  lay  twilight  thoughts  down  upon. 

And  these  forever  glistening  stars  provide  a  path, 

of  unending  heavenly  light  spanning  the  ago, 

Providing  the  line  on  which  these  words 

Of  undying  devotion  for  you  flow. 


Jenna  Sue  Hickman 


The  Essence  Of  Keys:  Roderick  Vaughn 


Lorien:  TeraD  WestfaU 


i'm  never  pretty 

hate  is  tearing  down  my  house 

love  is  never  around 

my  hair  is  always  in  my  face 

i'm  never  pretty 

never  pretty 

anger  is  burning  down  my  house 

she  left  the  door  open  and  the  sentence  unfinished 

now  i'm  surrounded  by  fallen  dreams 

my  hair  is  always  in  my  face 

i'm  never  pretty 

never  pretty 

obsession  is  cradling  my  house 

how  do  i  get  out 

of  this  ship  that  has  sailed  to  sea 

my  hair  is  always  in  my  face 

i'm  never  pretty 

never  pretty 
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pain  has  taken  over  my  house 

i  can't  see  through  the  broken  glass 

my  hair  is  always  in  my  face 

i'm  never  pretty 

never  pretty 

i'm  dying  in  my  house 

dying  to  see  what  she  meant  to  finish 

my  hair  was  in  the  way 

my  hair  is  always  in  my  face 

i'm  never  pretty 

i'm  never  pretty 

Krista  Parker 


Virtuous  Love 


He  stands  solemn  and  still, 

His  appearance  gave  me  a  chill. 

He  had  his  sword  and  shield  at  hand, 

With  dreams  of  conquered  land. 

He  would  rescue  his  love  from 

behind  the  castle  walls, 

Where  she  waited  as  tears  of  love  fall. 

He  fought  his  way  through  fire,  arrows,  and 

swords  of  men. 

There  were  many  alongside  him. 

He  made  his  way  down  the  deep, 

dark  dungeon  cell, 

Where  he  found  his  love; 

Of  marriage  he  did  tell. 

They  were  spellbound  together, 
With  love  that  could  last  forever. 
He  was  her  virtuous  love, 
Sent  from  heaven  above. 


Kimberly  Lachney 


The  Return  of  Iron  Man 


The  hammer  was  heavy.  A  big,  Mum  head  rested  atop  a  thick,  wooden 

handle,  and  it  made  me  feel  like  a  man  to  hold  Mich  a  powerful  instrument  of  destruc- 
tion. Unfortunately,  my  trail  twelve-year-old  arms  could  litt  it  no  higher  than  my  bony 
ankles,  so  my  father  was  the  one  lugging  the  mallet,  while  I  clutched  our  bag  of  rusted 
chisels  and  smaller  hammers  against  my  dusty,  once-white  t-shirt.  We  were  doing  what 
so  many  mineral  collectors  before  us  had  done.  We  were  rock-knocking. 

More  than  that,  we  were  rock-knocking  at  Idar  Oherstein,  Germany.  Rock-knocking 
is  something  every  mineral  collector  rememhers  fondly,  hoisting  a  hat;  of  hammers  and 
a  hook  tilled  with  ways  to  identify  the  myriad  of  gemstones  and  metals  and  driving  to 
the  nearest  available  rock  quarry  to  go  searching,  prowling  tor  whatever  the  dirt  and 
sandstone  decide  to  hack  up,  pounding  at  boulders  weighing  two,  three  times  as  much 
as  the  rock  collector.  Idar  Oherstein  is  something  of  a  Mecca  for  rock-knockers;  that 
quarry  every  true  heliever  goes  on  a  quest  for.  Most  return  virtually  empty  handed,  with 
only  .1  fistful  of  jasper  or  calcite  crystal,  venturing  instead  to  the  town's  rock  market  to 
buy  the  rocks  some  other,  luckier  collector  found  in  the  quarry.  Some,  however...  some 
return  with  more.  Some  are  lucky  enough  to  discover,  perhaps,  a  beautiful  hollow  egg  of 
sandstone,  stuffed  with  semi-precious,  purple  amethyst  glittering  within  the  dull  outer- 
shell — a  geode,  which  they  crack  open  to  show  off.  Some  go  home  carrying  hays  and 
boxes  full  of  amethyst,  and  calcite,  and  quart:,  and  marble,  and  tiger's  eye.  We  didn't. 

We  found  no  precious  rocks,  only  a  few  hits  of  calcite  crystal  and  amethyst.  However, 
it  w.is  enough  to  be  there,  where  generations  of  hobby  miners  before  us  had  dug  up  the 
cliff-side,  leaving  jumbles  of  broken  pebbles  and  sand  sliding  in  heaps  down  the  moun- 
tain. It  was  in  late  June  when  my  father  and  his  friend — the  gem  collector  who  inspired 
me,  as  a  child,  to  begin  sorting  and  identifying  rocks,  storing  them  on  shelves  in  my 
room — decided  to  go  to  Idar  Oherstein,  to  take  me  rock  knocking  tor  the  first  time   So, 
we  bought  the  mallet  and  dug  out  the  chisels,  and  drove  the  two  hours  to  the  quarry  to 
add  our  sand  and  pebbles  to  the  growing  piles  ot  previous  visitors.  Wh.it  we  came  tor 
was  amethyst. 

We  trudged  around  for  nearly  two  hours,  tapping  granite  chunks  as  big  around  as  our 
tists  to  listen.  If  they  were  hollow,  we'd  keep  them;  they  were  possible  geodes,  and  we 
would  crack  them  later.  It  was  about  two  hours  into  our  expedition,  though,  that  we 
discovered  what  we  had  come  tor.  Trapped  within  a  boulder  ot  granite  twice  the  width, 
and  well  over  the  height,  of  my  father  was  a  three-inch  deep  half-egg  lined  with 
sparkling  bits  of  deep  purple.  The  amethyst  was  nearly  translucent,  and  a  flaw  ran 
through  the  geode's  one  side.  Particles  ot  iron  oxide — rust — tinted  halt  ot  the  rock's 
gemstone  core,  staining  the  amethyst  a  darker  reddish-black,  like  dust  coating  the 
crystals. 


Amethyst  is  a  quartz  gem — by  far  the  most  common  family  of  semi-precious  stones. 
Quartz  forms  when  sand  is  molded  together  under  extreme  heat  and  pressure  for 
thousands  of  years;  its  usual  form  is  clear,  but  our  prize  was  a  deep  purple.  Traces  of 
manganese  within  the  quartz  give  amethyst  its  unique  color,  and  somewhere  along  the 
line  this  particular  stone  had  gained  another  flaw — it  contained  particles  of  iron  that 
rusted  over  the  centuries. 

I  knew  the  rock  wasn't  incredibly  valuable.  Amethyst  had  lost  most  of  its  value  and 
rarity  when  the  great  Brazilian  deposits  were  discovered  early  last  century.  But  I  wanted 
it;  it  was  a  beautiful  stone,  and  would  look  great  with  the  rest  of  my  pitiful  collection. 
So,  I  set  to  work  as  overseer.  Frail  twelve-year-old  that  I  was,  they  couldn't  really  expect 
me  to  attack  the  massive  boulder  with  a  sledgehammer,  so  we  planned  our  course  of 
action.  We  decided  to  smash  the  granite  boulder  from  the  side,  attacking  cracks  and 
flaws  in  the  structure  and  tearing  it  apart  layer  by  layer  until  we  were  down  to  the 
geode  itself.  It  would  probably  take  the  rest  of  the  day,  but  it  was  worth  it. 

Someone  else  had  apparently  given  up  on  the  labor  once  before  us.  Cracks  in  the 
granite  showed  where  a  hammer  had  viciously  chipped  away  at  the  big  rock,  and  half  of 
the  geode  was  missing.  Whoever  had  found  the  sparkling  gem  decided  it  was  too  much 
work  for  both  halves,  and  settled  for  my  target's  twin,  leaving  this  beauty  trapped  in  the 
rock  for  the  picking. 

We  pounded  the  rock  viciously;  unfortunately,  our  slaughter  of  the  granite  only  lasted 
for  three  powerful  thunks  of  the  hammer.  Much  to  our  surprise,  the  granite  did  not 
shatter  to  dust  beneath  the  onslaught  of  Man;  nature  fought  back  with  infinitely  more 
power.  A  tremendous  crack  startled  everyone  in  the  quarry,  and  the  iron  head  of  the 
mallet  flew  off  to  join  its  brethren,  the  rocks  tumbling  down  the  hillside.  The  hammer, 
one  of  man's  earliest  inventions,  a  tool  of  such  ingenuity  that  its  usefulness  was  utilized 
by  caveman  and  modern  man  alike,  had  been  destroyed  in  three  whacks  on  an  inani- 
mate rock.  Maybe  it  was  a  cheap  hammer.  Maybe,  though,  the  hammer-factories  and 
tempered  steel  of  a  country  as  notoriously  efficient  as  Germany  were  not,  in  the  end,  as 
efficient  as  the  thousands  of  years  of  pressure  and  heat  that  created  the  gray  stone. 

We  left  the  hammerhead  there  when  we  headed  home,  deciding  that  if  it  was  left  in 
the  efficiency  of  the  quarry  for  a  few  thousand  years  it  might  be  strong  enough  to  chisel 
out  that  piece  of  amethyst.  Instead  of  testing  our  strength  against  the  obviously  superior 
rock,  we  did  what  man  is  apt  to  do;  we  went  to  the  rock  market  and  bought  ourselves 
an  amethyst. 

Shane  Padraic  Erath 
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Untitled 


Turn  left,  turn  left,  turn  right,  turn  left 
I'm  there,  Bayou  C  '.imp 
1  hear  the  drums 
The  tribal  sounds  ol  the  Jembes 
Played  by  two  guys  from  North  Carolina 
Sitting  around  a  campfire 
That  .1  skinhead  keeps  making  bigger 
Because  a  speed  junky  with  an  axe  keeps  handing  him  wood 
Tents  are  set  up  in  various  places 
But  no  one  is  going  to  sleep  any  time  soon 
A  guy  with  a  guitar  floats  from  one  group  to  the  next 
Trying  to  get  everyone  to  sing  Glycerine 
(_)  No  one  remembers  how  ir  starts 

A  Jew  with  a  video  camera  wanders  by 

"Say  something  for  the  camera,"  he  says 

Then  he  runs  off 

Bottle  of  Jim  Beam  and  gallons  of  water 

Drift  around  the  campfire 

People  huddled  in  blankets  gladly  accept  either 

Cosmo's  friend  rolls  down  a  hill 

Everyone  laughs 

The  metal  head  hippie  can't  stop  laughing 

He  laughs  harder  and  harder 

As  the  tire  burns  brighter  and  brighter 

I  le  finally  stops 

And  with  a  group  effort,  so  does  the  fire 

The  morning  has  come  and  those  who  have  slept 

Are  now  waking 

It's  tune  tor  everyone  to  pack  up 

And  leave  the  solitude  of  the  woods 

Turn  right,  turn  right,  turn  left,  turn  righl 

Monica  Gremillion 
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lah,  blah,  blah 
lis  has  been  tehearsee 

release  myself  to  express  myself  to  enjoy  myself 

know  I  don't  go  anywhere  that  helps 

am  here  and  there 
Where  I  may  go 
I'm  scared,  I've  faired 
A  surviving  octopus 
I  don't  make  friends 
But  I  do,  and  I  do 
I  lie  and  cheat  and  cut  my  eyes 
Where's  the  line  between  cold  and  hear 

'm  not  sure  where  I  go,  I  do 

scoff 
'   I'm  true 
I'm  false 

ck-off  there,  Hoss. 


* 


Leslie  Westbrook 


Holes  in  the  Campfire 


The  camp  smoke  rises  in  spiraling  circles,  and 

fades  into  the  oil  black  night.  I  sit  in  the  woods  in  Mississippi 

and  unpack  Rubbermaid  worries,  and  toss  each  one  into  the  fire. 

There  is  love  in  the  Pine  trees  that  reaches  out  and 

untangles  my  hair.  Hours  of  watching  the  leaves  die  and 

the  Merlot  scratches  deep  in  my  stomach  begin  to  heal. 

Another  weekend  of  evil  eyes  and  raging  washboard  drunks. 

Unspoken  conversations  of  bluegrass  jealousy.  My  rocking 

chair  remembers  everything,  even  the  cocaine  blues. 

Laughter  kisses  my  nipples,  and  a  crackling  face 

declares  a  cowboy  devotion.  I  find  two  coffee  cups. 

We  continue  to  drink  the  wine,  and  resent  the 

wind  for  eventually  blowing  us  out  of  here,  and 

back  to  our  homes,  where  we  can't  even  see  the  sky. 


Sabrina  Key 


The  Irony  of  Washing  Clothes 


One  of  the  greatest  things  about  Living  near  home  while  ,it  college  is  the  fact  that  I  i:ct  to 
do  m\  laundry  tor  tree.  Once  a  week  or  so,  I'll  make  the  dri\  e  home  and  1  make  sure  to  bring 
in\  laundry.  After  several  years  of  college,  I  have  cut  down  on  expenses  and  lived  well  above 
the  poverty  line  by  washing  m\  c  lothes  at  home  instead  of  pa\  ing  to  have  them  washed. 
I  lowever,  this  semester,  I  am  implementing  .1  new  plan  by  trying  to  wear  everything  in  my 
wardrobe  .it  least  once.  Since  1  have  so  many  clothes,  1  could  probably  get  through  the  year. 

Most  ot  the  clothes  1  wear  get  sorted  as  1  take  them  off,  so  that  I  can  take  home  several 
Loads  ot  clothes  without  having  bleeders,  Leftovers,  or  lint  bandits.  Bleeders  are  the  clothes 
that  tend  to  bleed  their  color  onto  other  garments  like  hemophiliac  water  sprinklers.  Left- 
overs are  the  clothes  that  <\o  not  wash  well  with  other  clothes,  whether  it  is  because  the 
clothes  are  too  dirty  or  too  white.  Lint  bandits  cm  he  characterized  as  the  nice  clothes  that 
collect  even  piece  ot  lint  in  the  washer  and  the  dryer.  No  matter  how  much  time  you  spend 
tr\  ing  to  <_;ct  the  lint  off,  the  lint  stays,  as  it  the  article  ot  clothing  would  die  a  horrible  death 
h\  getting  caught  111  the  dryer  screen  like  a  dolphin  in  a  tuna  fish  net. 

One  day,  when  I  made  an  afternoon  visit  to  my  parents  to  help  them  and  dii  homework,  I 
also  took  my  boxers,  my  socks,  and  all  ot  the  towels  from  the  bathroom  so  they  could  be 
washed.  By  one  o'clock  in  the  morning,  I  had  finished  the  clothes  and  was  on  my  way  home 
when  1  realized  I  forgot  the  towels  in  the  dryer.  Now,  while  1  can  go  without  boxers  and 
s.nAs,  the  towels  were  necessary  tor  a  shower;  how  else  were  my  roommate  and  1  supposed  to 
dry  off?  Therefore,  1  turned  around  and  headed  back  to  my  parents'  house,  but  by  the  time  1 
got  there,  it  was  two  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  I  was  extremely  tired.  To  avoid  getting  into 
a  wreck,  I  decided  to  stay  at  my  parents'  house.  The  next  morning,  I  woke  up  early  enough  to 
make  it  back  b\  eight  o'clock,  because  that  is  the  time  my  roommate  takes  his  shower. 
Worried  about  traffic,  1  wondered  it  1  could  make  it  home  in  time.  I  Looked  at  the  clock,  and 
decided  that  I  had  plenty  ot  time,  and  I  had  no  reason  to  hurry.  1  lowever,  I  did  not  look  up 
in  tune  to  miss  the  vehicle  rapidly  decelerating  in  front  ot  me.  Therefore,  I  spent  most  ot  the 
dav  waiting  tor  .1  police  officer  to  till  out  a  report,  write  a  ticket,  and  then  1  had  to  wait  on  a 
tow  truck. 

At  the  end  ot  the  day,  1  returned  to  the  apartment  and  apologized  to  my  roommate  tor  the 
lack  ot  towels.  1  le  informed  me,  "That's  OK,  there  are  about  a  dozen  extras  under  the  sink 
that  I  brought  from  my  house  last  weekend." 

I  wanted  to  choke  him  until  he  was  purple,  but  since  he  is  my  best  friend,  1  only  choked 
him  until  he  was  blue.  Actually,  I  did  not  really  choke  him,  but  I  did  fantasize  about  choking 
him.  I  had  no  real  reason  to  A^  so,  because  he  did  not  really  put  me  in  the  hole,  but  he  did 
cut  my  profit  margin.  The  wreck  cost  me  a  total  of  SS 1 C*  — $500  tor  the  deductible,  $147  for 
the  ticket,  and  $163  to  tow  my  car.  The  typical  college  student  spends  a  total  ot  $850  to 
wash  clothes — $5  a  week  tor  two  and  a  halt  Loads  ot  clothes  for  fifteen  weeks  of  school,  plus 
$10  tor  detergent,  adding  up  to  $85  per  semester,  making  $810  tor  ten  semesters.  The  $850 
paid  out  in  washing  minus  the  $810  paid  out  tor  the  accident  equals  a  $40  profit  in  five  years 
ot  washing  clothes  in  college. 

1  am  glad  I  am  not  business  major. 

Joseph  Johnson 
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Magic  Touch 


I  think  back  over  my  day, 

With  its  races  against  time, 

Its  little  nuisances, 

And  its  excitement. 

It's  been  a  good  day  overall — 

One  like  no  other. 

But  I'm  glad  that  it's  over — 
Glad  to  be  settling  into  my  evening  routine. 
Then  I  feel  a  pair  of  warm,  strong  hands  on 
My  shoulders. 

The  hands  begin  to  work  their  magic, 

Rubbing  my  back 

And  squeezing  my  shoulders 

Ever  so  gently. 

With  each  stroke 

The  stress  melts  away, 

Calming  me  down, 

Yet  lifting  me  up, 

And  making  me  see  my  situation  in  a  whole 

New  way. 

When  the  hands  have  finished 

Working  their  magic, 

I  discover  that  I  am  a  new  person — 

A  stronger  person — 

A  relaxed  person 

Who  can  think  logically 

And  not  get  panicky. 

The  magic  touch  has  changed  me, 

And  I  am  free. 

Hollie  Toumsend 
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My  Shining  Rose 

There's  a  flower  in  the  garden, 
That  outshines  all  the  rest, 
So  soft  and  sweetly  fragrant, 
Stands  from  all  the  rest, 

There  are  so  many  flowers, 
Soft,  their  warm  caress, 
Swaying  where  the  wind  blows, 
Each  one,  to  be  the  next, 

Though  there  are  many  flowers, 
Varied,  at  their  best, 
My  Rose  stands  here  by  me, 
I  think  I  love  her  best! 

Tom  Townsend  11 
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the  old  lady  across  the  road  doesn't  bake  cookies 


the  louisiana  sky  fades  into  a  boring 

conversation  about  the  right 

way  to  grow  tomatoes. 

the  pecan  trees  spread  out  their 

branches  and  shade  her  late 

afternoon;  a  sympathetic  cradling. 

the  widow  cultivates  her 

insanity  with  her  southern  crops. 

she  says  her  life  was  full  with 

rebellion,  good  manners,  a  loving 

family,  and  a  devoted  husband. 

in  the  evenings,  she  sips 

iced  tea  while  sweating  through 

a  river  of  front  porch  tomato  talks. 

yet,  at  night,  she  sleeps  in 

the  imprint  of  her  husband's  body. 

the  mississippi  spits  on 

her  old  age  restlessness. 

she  swims  in  the  dark,  and 

imagines  her  eulogy. 

she  wakes  up  in  time  for  another  sunrise. 

Sabrina  Key 


The  Season  Has  Come 


a  cluster  of  red  bodies 
are  planted  in  front  of  me 
and  I  delve  in — 

my  fingers  effortlessly  swimming 
among  a  red  sea  of  Cajun-kissed 
mud  berries 

my  hands  begin  to  remember  and  set 

themselves  in  motion 

Grab  twist  rip 

each  small  body  from  its  armor 

my  tongue  begins  to  drown 

held  under  by 

the  furied  hands  of  spice — 


my  nose  is  clouded  by 

the  culprit  my  mouth  now  battles 

the  last  bug  is  swallowed 
I  rush  to  my  drink 
diluting  its  sweet  poison 
and  then  sighhhhhhh 

I  leave 

my  hands  imprinted 
with  the  remnants  of  today's  feast- 
washing  them  does  nothing 
in  letting  me  forget. 


angelin 


The  World  is  not  so  big  just  now, 
Safe  within  my  bed, 
Warm,  secure,  between  my  sheets, 
The  day  before  me  spread, 

I  rise  to  breakfast, 

Start  my  day, 

It's  off  to  class  and  then, 

The  Towers, 

Mass  Destruction, 

The  tales  that  classmates  spread, 

TV  on, 

My  day  is  done, 

Spread  upon  my  screen, 

Smoke  and  windswept  rubble, 
Such  an  awful  scene, 

Loss,  the  toll  is  heavy, 
Woes  a  world  away, 
A  dark  that  could  not  reach  us, 
Had  crossed  our  shores  this  day. 

Written  in  memory  of  our  international  friends  and  the 
American  patriots  of  9-11  and  as  a  tribute  to  those  fallen. 


Tom  Touinsend  U 
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I  remember  fondly  the  first  time  I  made  a  bitch  cry.  The  October  night  was  cool  and  still. 
I  was  in  my  best  friend  Matt's  apartment  along  with  a  couple  of  other  friends,  Mike  and  Ray. 
It  was  eight  o'clock  and  as  usual  Matt  was  ranting  about  what  trouble  we  could  put  together. 

The  apartment  was  small,  with  a  bedroom,  bathroom,  miniature  hall,  and  a  kitchen,  which 
was  the  "conference  room"  with  its  two  couches  and  small  table. 

"Well,  what  are  we  going  to  do?"  Matt  said. 

I  merely  shrugged  my  shoulders,  and  took  another  sip  of  the  miracle  concoction  that  Ray 
created  in  a  huge  Igloo  water  container.  From  what  I  saw  of  him  mixing  it  up,  I  know  it 
contained  a  fifth  of  rum,  whiskey,  various  fruit  juices,  two  fifths  of  amaretto,  and  several 
other  brands  of  alcohol  I  didn't  recognize.  It  tasted  sweet,  in  any  case,  and  as  an  added  bonus 
it  left  a  nice  soft  tingle  along  the  roof  of  my  mouth.  I  was  content  for  now. 

"Well?"  Matt  looked  expectantly  at  us  from  his  small  glasses  that  were  settled  midway  on 
his  large  nose.  I  always  laughed  at  him  when  he  couldn't  make  up  his  mind.  With  his  frizzy 
mouse-colored  hair,  big  nose,  and  dark  eyes,  he  looked  like  a  wild-haired  troll  doll.  At  the 
time  he  was  getting  his  master's  degree  there  at  Northwestern  in  English.  He  considered 
himself  a  master  rhetorician,  or  so  he  thought.  However,  I  had  to  give  it  to  him,  he  had  one 
girlfriend  with  twelve  others  on  the  side.  A  man  who  is  blessed  with  his  unfortunate  looks 
and  disposition  and  is  also  able  to  get  into  the  strictest  of  confidences  with  several  women  at 
one  time  shows  that  he  has  some  ability  to  communicate  his  intentions  in  a  favorable  light. 

"I  don't  feel  like  going  anywhere,"  said  Ray.  He  stood  just  outside  the  door  with  a  beer  in 
one  hand  and  a  cigarette  in  the  other.  Ray  was  average  in  almost  every  sense  of  the  word, 
except  for  one  thing.  Ray  drank  a  lot.  If  you  looked  close  enough  you  could  almost  see  the 
Budweiser  logo  spelled  backwards  on  his  palm.  He  also  had  what  I  called  the  "drunken  eye". 
The  more  Ray  would  drink  the  more  his  left  eye  would  look  left,  and  when  he  had  a  good 
buzz  it  would  twitch  a  little  bit.  Thank  God  for  it  too  because  that  was  the  only  way  any  one 
could  tell  he  was  drunk.  The  man  could  drink  a  whale  under  the  table. 

"That's  ditto  for  me  too  dude,"  said  Mike.  Mike  was  a  funny  little  guy.  He  looked  like  he 
was  twenty-one  but  he  was  closer  to  thirty.  Youth  had  a  way  of  clinging  to  Mike  like  a 
starving  tick.  His  apartment  even  smacked  of  adolescence  with  its  comic  books  strewn 
everywhere,  four  game  systems  in  front  of  the  TV,  Star  Wars  posters  on  the  wall,  and  the 
Cartoon  Network  was  ALWAYS  on.  Needless  to  say  we  NEVER  hung  out  at  Mike's  place. 

"Sounds  like  you're  going  to  have  to  make  some  phone  calls,  Matt,"  I  said. 

"You  bunch  of  wusses.  Why  can't  we. .  .who  is  that?" 

Ray  turned  around  to  face  the  headlights  of  a  car  parking  in  front  of  the  apartment.  "It's 
Katie." 

"Shit.  What  in  the  hell  does  she  want?" 

"Chill  out,  Mike,"  I  laughed.  "Eat  some  peanuts,  go  play  a  video  game  you  little  punk." 

"Screw  you,  you  big  bastard."  He  smiled  impishly  then  grabbed  another  beer  in  the  fridge 
and  proceeded  to  the  bedroom  where  Matt's  TV  and  his  Sega  Dreamcast  resided. 

"Hey,  guys,"  chimed  a  voice  coming  in  the  door.  Katie  was  an  attractive  girl  who  rarely 
spent  time  with  us.  She  was  more  of  a  friend  of  a  friend,  and  an  annoying  one  at  that.  She 
couldn't  talk  to  any  of  us  without  mentioning  her  boyfriend  from  Whereverville  and  who 
worked  at  a  I-could-give-a-crap-job.  Okay  sure,  I  understand  why  a  woman  feels  that  it  is 
necessary  to  mention  her  boyfriend,  husband,  or  fiance  to  a  guy  or  group  of  guys  she  is  at  the 
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time  hanging  out  with,  but  why,  in  the  hell,  does  she  have  to  mention  him  every  five  sec 
onds?  It .)  guy  pursues  .1  woman  after  slu'  has  told  turn  once  that  die  is  seeing  someone  else, 
it  !•>  noi  because  he  didn't  heir  her;  it V  because  he  doesn't  tare. 

"1  ley,  sexy,"  Matt  crooned. 

Katie  stared  menacingly  at  Matt  tor  .1  second  then  said,  "I  thought  I  would  come  over  and 
see  what  y'all  were  up  to." 

"Man's  going  tii  make  a  couple  of  phone  calls  and  see  it  we  can  gel  a  party  started,"  1  said. 

"(  "ool."  She  never  even  looked  at  me.  I  never  understood  why  she  was  so  uncomfortable 
around  me,  despite  whatever  1  did.  1  shrugged  it  off;  she  was  an  idiot,  after  all. 

"Wanna  nave  a  shot,  Katie?"  asked  Matt. 

"From  you?   I  lell  no." 

Matt  shoot  his  head  and  went  to  the  hack,  so  he  could  srarr  calling  everybody  we  knew. 

"Damn,  Katie,  just  hue  the  boy's  he, id  oft  in  his  own  home." 

"Whatever,  Ray." 

I  went  hack  into  the  hack  where  Mike  was  still  playing  video  games  and  Matt  just  got  oft 
the  phone. 

"Damn,  dude,  she's  going  to  ruin  everything." 

"How?" 

"Like  she  did  last  time  by  cock-blocking  my  ass.  Every  time  I  would  try  and  talk  to  any- 
body she  would  hang  off  of  me  like  she  had  some  sort  claim  staked." 

1  laughed,  "So,  have  you  finally  given  up  on  'hooking  up'  with  her.'" 

"1  hate  it,  man.  She'll  sit  on  my  lap  and  any  time  I  make  some  sort  of  move  she  gets  hitchy 
and  calls  me  a  pervert." 

"Tell  her  to  leave  if  you  don't  want  her  to  he  here."  He  then  looked  up  with  this  agonizing 
look  on  his  face.   Matt  had  a  soft  spot  when  it  came  to  other  people's  feelings.   No  matter 
how  much  torment  others  would  cause  him,  he  would  never  hurt  their  feelings,  or  at  least 
not  directly.  Of  course,  if  it  was  unintentional  it  was  ok. 

"I  can't.  Why  don't  you  <]o  something  about  it .'"  O 

"Can't."  ° 

"Why  not?" 

"She  hasn't  done  anything  to  me." 

"She  will  it  she  stays  here  long  enough." 

"Why  don't  you  just  say  what's  on  your  mind  and  tell  her  to  leave."' 

"She  won't  listen  to  me." 

"Like  she'll  listen  to  me.'" 

"You're  different." 

"Why?" 

"You're  bigger  than  1  am." 

Voila,  Matt's  answer  for  everything.   For  someone  who  kept  a  4-0  in  Scholar's  College  you 
sine  act  like  an  idiot. 

This  was  one  of  my  pet  peeves  and  Matt  knew  it.  The  reason  tor  being  able  to  do  any- 
thing that  he  couldn't  was  because  I  was  over  a  foot  taller  and  twice  his  size,    i  lowever,  he 
was  justified  on  some  level  tor  giving  that  response.    1  le  knew  I  didn't  like  Katie,  so  I  didn't 
need  much  oi  an  excuse  to  verbally  attack  her.   After  .ill,  what  is  there  to  like  about  an 
emotional  leech.   As  tar  as  I  was  concerned,  Katie  was  the  weak  link  in  women's  complain- 
ing about  men  who  used  them.    Katie  did  the  same,  hut  instead  ot  using  someone  in  the 
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physical  sense,  she  teased  and  treated  men  like  crap  for  emotional  gratification. 

Oh  yeah,  I'm  bitter.  "Look  dude,  I'm  not  going  to  do  anything  unless  she  provokes  me." 

"That's  cool." 

"Yeah,  you  should,"  Mike  piped  in.  "Did  I  ever  tell  you  how  she  embarrassed  me  at  the 
Pinnacle  for  no  reason?  She's  a  damn  menace." 

"Oh  about  a  thousand  times.  Get  over  it,  bitch." 

"Fuck  you,  you  fat  bastard." 

"Awww,  did  the  wittle  bitty  cupcake  get  mad.  I'm  sorry."  I  was  then  greeted  with  a  finger. 

Shaking  my  head,  I  went  back  to  the  kitchen  to  get  some  more  of  Ray's  miracle  concoc- 
tion. The  truth  be  known,  I  had  the  same  soft  spot  that  Matt  did,  but  I  was  never  a  person 
to  admit  weakness.  Katie  was  attractive  enough,  but  she  would  always  violate  the  rule  that 
we  had  when  over  here:  get  over  yourself  long  enough  to  have  fun.  Katie  loved  spreading 
misery.  She  would  often  talk  about  something  or  another  circumstance  in  her  life  that  was 
upsetting  or  personal  then  she  would  expect  you  to  listen  to  it  for  a  couple  of  hours.  And,  if 
you  gave  her  a  probable  solution  to  whatever  it  was  that  bothered  her,  she  would  either 
ignore  you  or  talk  about  another  woeful  misery.    In  short  if  Katie  was  miserable,  everyone 
else  had  to  be  as  well. 

As  I  walked  around  the  table  in  the  kitchen,  Katie  got  up  and  walked  in  the  back.  I  was 
kind  of  surprised.  I  thought  for  sure  she  would  take  this  opportunity  to  tell  me  how  grand 
her  boyfriend  was,  but  she  was  silent  for  the  most  part.  I  poured  myself  another  drink  then 
walked  back  to  the  back  to  find  that  Katie  was  sitting  on  the  bed  while  Matt  was  on  the 
phone  pacing  in  front  of  his  computer.  Mike  was  still  glued  to  the  video  game. 

Something  drastic  needs  to  happen  to  that  poor  boy. 

It  was  then  I  noticed  what  Katie  was  wearing.  She  was  wearing  black  leather  pants  with  a 
red  top,  and  she  had  just  a  touch  more  make-up  on  than  usual. 

Hmmm.  Trashy.  She's  unusually  quiet  too.  She  must  have  broken  up  with  her  boyfriend, 
and  by  the  way  she  stilling  up,  he  must  have  left  her  for  somebody  else.  Cool.  Way  to  go, 
dude. 

"What?"  she  asked  irritably. 

"Nothing."  Apparently  I  had  violated  the  two-second  looking  rule:  any  looking  longer 
than  two  seconds  is  staring. 

God,  I  hate  that.  Well,  now  I  had  enough  reason  to  attack  her.  I  knew  she  was  just  going 
to  hang  around  and  make  everybody  miserable;  now  she  was  trying  to  dictate  what  I  could 
look  at  and  for  how  long.  Not  to  mention  she  only  said  something  to  flatter  herself;  she 
knew  I  was  not  interested  in  her.  I  instantly  started  laying  the  plans  for  the  argument,  and  I 
had  some  options  I  had  to  look  over.  Usually  when  starting  an  argument,  I  have  two  meth- 
ods. The  first  is  what  I  call  my  sermon.  This  is  usually  where  I  use  a  lot  of  visual  rhetoric  to 
win.  By  speaking  loud,  using  powerful  words,  and  towering  over  my  opponents,  I  usually 
intimidate  them  into  submission.  However,  tonight  I  chose  the  second  method:  Socratic 
dialogue,  which  is  a  series  of  questions  and  responses  meant  to  keep  the  opponent  off  guard. 
Depending  on  the  intelligence  of  the  opponent,  the  series  of  questions  would  be  either  long 
or  short,  but  I  was  sure  Katie  wouldn't  hold  me  up  for  very  long. 

Now  all  I  need  is  another  window  of  opportunity. 

"Do  you  want  something  to  drink,  Katie?" 

"No."  She  made  a  face  that  looked  like  she  had  just  bit  into  a  lemon. 

Is  that  disgust  I  see?  Hmmm.  For  some  reason  I  inspire  relatively  strong  emotions. 
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Hehehe.  Good.  That  will  inevitably  benefit  me. 

"What's  wrong  with  you.?"  When  I  asked  the  question,  Matt's  ears  perked  up  and  he 
stopped  dialing  a  number  then  hung  up  the  phone.  Mike  turned  off  the  game  and  went  to 
the  kitchen,  no  doubt  to  get  Ray. 

"I  just  don't  want  anything  to  drink  yet." 

Ahhh.  She's  playing  hard  to  get.  I  love  it  when  they  try  to  run. 

"What's  with  all  the  attitude.7" 

Her  eyebrows  knitted  themselves  together  in  obvious  irritation.   It  didn't  take  her  long  to 
decide  whether  or  not  to  insult  me. 

"I  know  why  you  wanted  to  get  me  a  drink." 

This  is  where  I  start  acting.  In  these  types  of  circumstances,  it  is  always  useful,  if  not 
necessary,  to  use  visual  rhetoric.  I  shrugged  my  shoulders  and  put  on  an  exaggerated  face  of 
bewilderment.  That  coupled  with  hand  gestures  waving  in  a  helpless  fashion  got  her  to  say 
what  I  wanted  her  to  say.  Ray  walked  in  with  Mike  and  took  a  seat  to  my  left.  He  saw  the 
way  I  was  standing  then  smiled,  which  he  soon  hid  behind  a  sip  of  beer. 

"You  wanted  to  get  me  drunk.   I  know;  I'm  not  stupid." 

She  makes  this  so  easy. 

"Well,  we  do  have  Dr.  Pepper,  Coke,  and  tea  in  the  fridge  if  you  don't  want  anything 
alcoholic.  I  was  more  than  willing  to  get  any  one  of  those  for  you." 

As  I  thought,  she  wasn't  prepared  for  that.  Her  eyebrows  lifted  and  her  mouth  dropped  just 
slightly. 

Hehehe.  Now  you  feel  stupid.   Idiot.  Oh  yeah,  this  is  going  to  hurt. 

"Thank  God  I  didn't  ask  if  you  wanted  a  snack.  You  probably  would  have  thought  I  would 
put  a  rouffie  on  a  Ritz  cracker."    Now  that  I  had  established  her  stupidity  and  to  some  degree 
my  innocence,  she  owed  me  something.  I  had  caught  her  insulting  me  for  no  reason,  and 
now  I  had  the  right  to  return  the  favor.  Though,  in  certain  situations  it's  not  always  good  to 
do  so,  but  I  needed  her  mad.   I  wanted  her  to  want  to  leave  and  now.  Matt  had  started 
calling  people  over  and  it  would  only  be  minutes  before  they  showed  up.  Katie  did  her  worst 
damage  in  front  of  others.  Ruining  your  fun  isn't  enough  she  has  to  publicly  degrade  you.  I 
wasn't  worried  though;  I  was  in  the  zone.  The  only  way  that  insulting  her  now  could  backfire 
would  be  that  she  accepted  the  fact  that  she  was  in  the  wrong,  but  I  knew  Katie  and  she  was 
never  in  the  wrong. 

"You  are  such  a  bitch."  Her  face  closed  like  a  fist.  She  tipped  her  head  slightly  forward  and 
her  lips  became  tightly  pressed.  She  was  seething.  It  is  always  good  to  get  the  opponent 
distracted.  Anger  is  the  easiest  method;  however,  other  methods  are  also  employed:  jealousy, 
lust,  fear,  laziness,  apathy,  and  sometimes  even  comedy.  "Why  in  the  hell  did  you  come  here 
tonight?" 


"You  fat  asshole." 

"Whoa,  ladies  and  gentlemen  behold  the  'original  thought'."  Her  faced  screwed  tighter 
still.  Her  lips  and  knuckles  became  white  while  her  eyes  were  nothing  but  small  slits  that 
harnessed  rage  that  was  directed  at  me.  This  was  a  fine  example  of  how  rage  clouds  the 
mind.  The  comment  about  the  "fat  asshole"  was  pathetic.  A  nine-year-old  could  accomplish 
the  same  level  of  insult;  however,  "bitch"  isn't  very  original  either,  but  she  was  so  angry  she 
didn't  notice.  Granted  if  she  were  to  make  that  observation  it  wouldn't  help  her  situation 
much,  but  it  would  have  made  me  change  directions  with  my  line  of  thought,  which  could 
have  given  me  the  appearance  of  weakness. 

"You  haven't  answered  my  question.  Why  are  you  here?"  She  didn't  answer,  which  was 
very  good.  It  almost  affirmed  the  fact  that  she  was  having  some  sort  of  personal  problem, 
which,  of  course,  alluded  to  my  theory  of  her  boyfriend.  All  I  needed  to  do  was  ask  one  more 
time,  and  if  I  still  did  not  get  an  answer,  I  was  going  to  play  that  trump  card. 

"Well,  are  you  going  to  answer  me?  Ever  since  you  walked  through  that  door  you've  been 
giving  everybody  a  hard  time.  Why?  What  in  the  hell  did  we  do  to  you?" 

She  was  still  silent,  but  now  she  was  looking  around.  She  started  looking  at  each  of  the 
others  in  turn,  but  they  returned  her  look  with  small  half  smiles. 

No  help  for  you  there.  Ahhh,  the  smell  of  fear  is  so  refreshing  almost  as  good  as  the  smell 
of  victory.  Did  you  actually  think  you  would  get  help  from  them  against  me?  Idiot.  Don't 
look  now  babygirl,  but  you're  way  past  the  screw  up  mark. 

"I'll  tell  you  what;  seeing's  how  you  can't  give  me  a  reason,  I'll  give  you  one.  One  day  this 
week,  maybe  even  yesterday,  you  woke  to  a  bright  early  morning  to  find  out  that  the  love  of 
your  life  got  smart.  Instead  of  putting  up  with  your  shit  one  second  longer,  he  left,  went  out, 
and  found  somebody  nicer,  smarter,  better  looking,  and,  of  course,  better  in  the  sack.  And 
you  thought  that  you  would  come  here  to  burden  us  with  your  problems  and  boost  your  ego 
by  treating  us  like  shit.  Well,  fuck  you!" 

Then  she  did  something  I  never  expected.  Her  breathing  became  more  erratic  and  her 
cheeks  began  to  redden  while  her  eyes  opened,  and  I  could  see  the  red  veins  running  along 
the  white  of  her  eyes.  Then,  in  mild  shock,  I  watched  as  a  single  tear  rolled  down  her  cheek. 
She  leaped  from  her  position  on  the  bed,  ran  through  the  apartment,  then  started  her  car 
and  left.  I  was  stunned.  This  was  a  monumental  moment;  I  had  just  made  a  bitch  cry.  It  was 
my  first  time,  and  like  all  first  times  the  realization  was  sweet  and  satisfying. 
Coooool!! 
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s  thinking 
of  donating 
my  ovaries; 

y  are  ot  no  use  to  me. 

Let  some  other  willing 

lady 

flower  the  earth 

with  hahies, 


(much  like  a  dandelion's 
'tering  seeds). 

Shower  me  with  scorn; 
I  stand  firm  in  my  decision. 

I  am  not  the  mothering  kind. 

Ashley  Tierce 
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11  alone  in  a  dark  and  dreary  night 
I'm  lost  in  the  darkness.  Silence  surrounds  me 
Willing  myself  trom  this  place  to  take  flight 
My  hrain  and  body  long  to  be  free. 
No  clue  as  to  how  1  came  to  this  place 
From  it  no  thoughts  as  to  how  to  break  loose 
No  telling  what  foes  I  may  come  to  fece 
Wishing  that  somehow  1  could  call  a  truce. 
Pulsing  and  throbbing  inside  ot  my  he. id 
Clawing  its  way  up  trom  the  recedes 
Hoping  that  somehow  I  won't  wind  up  dead 
Not  knowing  what  powers  it  possesses 
Forcing  me  to  drink  trom  its  horrid  cup 
Then  suddenly  from  this  dream  1  wake  up... 

Ash/cv  R.  Knott 


I  thought 


I  thought  1  had  people  m  my  life  tint  loved 
Me  unconditionally,  but  in  reality  people 
Have  hate  in  their  hearts  towards  me  and 
Lme  me  conditionally. 

1  guess  it's  because  success  has  become  a 
Companion  of  mine  fol  sometime,  SO  hate  is 
In  their  hearts  because  failure  will  not  exit 
Their  lives,  so  they  want  mine. 

1  put  my  lite  in  the  Lord's  hands, 
And  ever  since  then  I  have  been  overcoming 
Obstacles,  acomplishing  things  that  seem 
Impossible  to  others,  and  I  wonder  it  this  is 
Why  1  am  feeling  jealousy  from  brothers. 
1  wonder  it  this  is  why  1  have  been  feeling 
Like  people  hate  me  lately. 

Sometimes  1  even  feel  like  certain  family 

Members  despise  me,  and  I  ask: 

Aren't  thou  of  my  flesh  and 

Ot  my  bone? 

So,  why  da  I  feel  like  if  1  did  not  have 

Christ  in  my  lite  I  would  be  alone? 

They  say  your  family  is  your  backbone,  well 
If  that  were  true,  1  would  only  have  halt  a 
Backbone,  because  I  feel  as  if  all  I  have  is 
Half  ot  a  family. 

1  thought  I  had  friends, 

But  some  ot  them  turned  their  backs  on  me, 
1  changed  my  lite  and 

Started  living  tor  Christ,  and  that  was  not 
Acceptable  in  their  eyesight. 


Am  1  supposed  to  be  bothered.' 

I  found  my  Lord  and  Savior, 

And  1  have  been  granted  eternal  lite, 

So  should  1  care  about  my  so-called  friends 

Thai  removed  themselves  out  ot  my  lite.' 

I  don't. 

Will  1  worry  about  them.' 

I  won't. 


Some  ot  these  so-called  companions  turned 
Out  to  be  take,  tar  from  real,  telling  me 
So  many  lies,  it  was  like  they  were  Satan  in 
The  flesh,  so  1  had  to  put  the  friendship 
To  rest. 

And  just  to  think  1  would  have  died  tor  these 
So-called  friends,  and  exchanged  my  lite  tor 
Heath,   just  so  they  could  take  their  next 
Breath,  take  their  next  step, 
Smile  their  next  smile, 
1  lave  their  next  child, 
When  I  have  not  had  a  son  to  m. ike  my 
Legacy  live  on. 

But  what  is  done  in  the  dark  will  come  to 
Light,  things  that  are  hidden  will  eventually 
Be  found,  and  1  found  out  how  these  people 
Were,  when  I  opened  my  eyes  and  looked 
Inside  their  hearts 
In  the  daylight 
Instead  of  the  night. 

What  a  friend  I  have  in  Jesus! 
For  those  who  hate  me,  and  tor 
Those  that  turned  their  backs  on  me, 
You  have  become  my  enemies. 

1  love  you  all, 

1  Vspne  the  fact  that  you  all  have  hurt  me, 

Betrayed  me,  and 
Persecuted  me. 

Why  da  I  still  line  you  all? 
I  low  can  I  love  m\  enemies? 
Because  Jesus  is  love,  and 

Jesus  resides  within  me. 


/^      Josh 


lid  Willunm 


Visions  from  Jesus 


You  say  Jesus, 

And  I  see  the  first  Buddha  dying. 

I  watch  as  the  enlightened  one  passes  away  in  a  long  sigh. 

He  gives  up  his  place  in  Samsara. 

You  say  Jesus, 

And  I  see  Englishmen  under  the  visage  of  holy  soldiers. 

I  watch  as  they  rape  and  pillage  the  villages  in  search  of  riches. 

They  show  the  true  name  of  God. 

You  say  Jesus, 

And  I  see  the  Dali  Lama  call  for  freedom. 

I  watch  as  Chinese  tanks  crush  Tibetan  monks. 

They  teach  that  guns  give  the  only  freedom. 

You  say  Jesus, 

And  I  see  the  priors  of  Salem 

I  watch  as  witches  writhe  in  Puritan  fires 

No  one  must  deny  God. 


3 
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You  say  Jesus, 

And  I  see  Martin  Luther  King  Jr.  dead  on  a  balcony. 

I  watch  as  the  martyr  dies  for  Civil  Rights. 

He  was  just  another  Roman  crucifixion. 

You  say  Jesus, 

And  I  see  the  Arab  flying  towards  the  shimmering  steel  sunrise. 

I  watch  as  he  flies  into  the  tower  of  Babylon. 

He  fights  the  Roman  Empire  of  his  time. 

You  say  Jesus, 

And  I  see  people  grasp  to  hope. 

I  watch  the  horizon  for  the  next  prophet. 

Only  time  will  tell  what  Jesus  will  show  next. 


Kyle  A .  Carter 


Mind's  Journey 


I  wander  through  my  thought^ 
They  take  me  to  places 
I  have  heen  before. 
They  take  me  to  the  mountains 
I  have  climbed- 
The  valleys  I  have  crossed- 
The  rivers  I  have  sat  by- 
And  the  lakes  I  have  swum. 
Yet  throughout  these  thoughts  there 
Are  other  places  that 
Come  to  my  mind. 
Places  of  joy- 
(^\  Being  with  you, 
Sitting  near  you, 
Holding  you  close, 

And  watching  you  and  your  beauty... 
Places  of  sorrow- 
Being  away  from  you, 
No  longer  being  yours, 
Watching  you  walk  away  from  the 
Effort  you  have  put  forth  in  me. 

My  thoughts... 

They  continue  to  teach  me  and 

Take  me  places. 

They  take  me  to  our  conversations. . . 

And  you  know  what  they  teach  me? 

They  teach  me  that  I  did  not  deserve 

Someone  like  you. 

You  put  forth  all  effort 

In  our  relationship- 

And  I— 

I  only  brought  grief  and  suffering. 

What  you  did  and  remembered  to  do- 

1  destroyed  with  a  word  or  with  idiocy. 

And  what  you  said  to  soothe  me 

1  brushed  aside  by  saying  things  thai 

Made  you  cry. 

They  teach  me  that  you  listened  to 

What  I  had  to  say... 

Yet  I  did  nothing  but  talk  and  then 

Walk  away. 


Hindsight  is  20/20  they  say... 

And  it  is  true. 

My  idiocy  is  what  has  brought 

This  about... 

It  is  no  one's  fault  but  my  own. 

It  is  not  the  Church's  fault, 

It  is  not  my  parents'  fault, 

It  is  not  your  fault... 

It  is  my  fault  alone. 

I  wish  you  luck  and  happiness 
In  the  future... 
I  know  you 

Will  find  them  in  someone  else. 
But  remember  this  always... 
I  know  what  I've  done- 
I  accept  my  faults- 
And  I  will  always  love  you. 
You  alone. 

God  will  keep  you  close- 
As  he  will  me. 

May  He  always  teach  you  things 
And  may  He  always 
Show  me  my  idiocy. 

Jamie  Green 


Untitled 


o 


I  saw  god 

And  he  saw  me, 

And  pass  on  the  other  side  did  he. 

He  went  one  way 

And  I  went  the  other 

Never  again  to  see  one  another. 

).  E.  Hamilton 


Don't  Fall  In  Love,  You  Idiot! 

Sometimes  girls  speak  well  of  their  boys 

Useless  men  become  their  toys 

Laughter  breaks  free  to  pursue  and  run 

Dignity  lacking  the  least  bit  of  sun 

Men  who  wait  sit  silently  still 

Hoping  for  gladness,  blessings,  and  good  will 

Mercy  received,  heartache  swollen 

Bleeding  laughter,  honor  stolen 

Perfect  tyranny,  weeping  eyes 

Seen  in  the  silence  of  men's  cries 


Sometimes  boys  speak  well  of  their  girls 

Lovable  creatures  with  long,  luscious  curls 

Lending  time  and  money  to  spend 

Glass  to  shatter,  careless  hearts  to  mend 

Sex  to  cater,  faith  to  steal 

Grinding  pain  beneath  a  burning  wheel 

Lines  to  break,  hell  to  carry 

Souls  to  defeat,  sluts  to  marry 

Hands  to  raise  for  bodies  to  abuse 

Pain  felt  in  the  advances  they  use  (K 

Both  united,  unequally  fair 
Gifted  strengths  with  an  uncommon  stare 
Considerable  suffering,  spoken  truth 
Pleasant  reduction  among  the  silent  youth 
Slick  motivation  wrapped  in  precarious  deed 
Connections  made,  planting  the  seed 
Generations  dwelling,  rules  to  abide 
Judgments  living  while  the  appeals  are  denied 
Wanton  pity,  invisible  stain 
Putrid  misery,  nothing  to  gain 

Leslee  A.  Toney 


Love 


What  is  love? 

How  is  it  had? 

Is  it  a  feeling  keeping  you 

Happy,  not  sad? 

Does  love  mean  you  will  commit? 

Once  you've  had  it,  can  you  quit? 

Can  you  fall  out  of  love  ? 

Can  you  put  it  on  and  take  it  off 

As  if  it's  a  glove? 

Can  it  happen  to  anyone? 

Is  it  always  happiness  and  fun? 

Answer  me  truly  and  answer  me  now 
Can  love  come  to  a  fool  somehow? 

Whatever  love  is  I  think  it  can  trap 
Maybe  love  is  kissing. 
When  it  comes,  you  will 

Snap. 


Lee  Ola  Caldwell  Gardner 


Questionnaire  for  the  Development  of  a  Personality 


Do  You 

give  your  money  to  feed 

the  ever-growling  bellies  of  the  holy 

or  the  needing  stomachs  of  the  free 

in  their  houses  of  prase  cardboard? 

Is  your  god  benevolent? 
The  feeder  of  nations? 
the  punisher  of  the  violent, 
sinners  corrupt  by  his  apple? 

or  foul  of  transcendental  greed 

needing  the  supplicant 

cries  of  the  needy 

before  liberating  the  manacled  masses? 

Does  He  exist 

as  the  enormity  of  the  ignorant, 
the  intolerant,  the  sexist, 
feeding  on  their  own  parasite? 

Does  He  exist? 

Do  the  unusable  deserve 
the  steady  drip  of  sagging  boxes, 
soaked  with  empyrean  castoff  reserves — 
that  weight  too  much  for  Heaven? 

Should  the  emaciated  seek  shelter — 
from  the  storm  of  their  own  pangs 
grasping  them  in  fever,  swelter — 
offered  by  their  domination? 

Do  you? 

Struggle  for  your  own  identity, 

shying  from  that  which  is  not  your  own? 

Do  you  know  yourself 

better  than  you  knew  yourself? 

Shane  Padraic  Erath     


Taint  of  Man  Author:  Joe  Shmoe 

Don't  hesitate. 

Let's  meditate. 

Let's  set  the  world  on  fire. 

I've  been  tryin' 

While  ya'll've  been  dyin'; 

There's  nothin'  left  to  do. 

I  know  the  truth 

Like  I  built  the 

China  wall.  ( 

It's  done, 

It's  been  fun, 

Let's  see  the  world  burn  through. 

How  many  times 

Do  I  need  to 

Decide  the  fate  of  everything? 

Where's  the  real? 

How  does  it  feel? 

Do  you  believe  in  anything? 

Do  you  have  faith  in  everything? 

I  am  not  a  god. 

I  am  not  a  man. 

I  am  not  the  original  goddamned  plan. 

It's  all  a  joke, 

A  fucking  hoax, 

A  masterminded  sham. 

Do  you  believe 

In  eternity, 

The  word  of  god, 

The  hierarchy, 

The  taint  of  man 

On  his  own  land, 

The  metaphysical  properties 

That  gave  the  world  its 

Eccentricities? 

Fuck  off. 

You  don't  know. 

You  don't  fucking  know. 

And  neither  do  I. 


Leslie  Westbrook 


The  Coffee  Pot  Sound 


I  left  at  nine  with  no  reason. 

Well,  all  except  'nagging  guilt'. 

It's  the  same  old  trip: 

Work  tor  money,  money  for  bread, 

Lessons  learned  and  time  lost. 

But  enough  about  me! 

The  child  at  nine  was  sleeping  soundly, 

Not  a  care  in  his  world. 

Though  little  did  he  know 

Of  the  tricks  of  Mommy  and  Daddy 

1  low  unbelievable! 

Yet... controlled  sufficiently 

By  the  ways  of  the  world. 

1  stay  awake  for  the  sake  of  the  child. 

No  sound  escapes  my  lips. 

Hence,  I  am  full  of  strength... 

And  then  they  arrive. 

Stolen,  mistortuned,  aggravated,  resentful. 

Silently  I  return  home... 

And  the  coffee  begins  to  percolate. 

Leslee  A.  Tones 


Wedding  Dress 

Mother  was  tiny  at  19, 
a  size  tour  and  two  inches 
shorter  than  her  adult  daughter. 

In  her  wedding  photo 

she  stood  vibrantly  beautiful 

in  forest  green  with 

l.u\  cream  ornamentation — 

each  subtle  trimming  defining 

elegance,  womanhood  and  style 

placed  against  a  background  of 

steaming  bright  auburn  hair. 

\s  ,1  child,  I  adventurously  ran 
away 

to  her  closet,  secretly  modeling 
im  verdant  treasure 
until  adolescence  tiptoed  in 
and  that  dress  shrank. 

Marie  A  Loeffler 


Grocery  Bags 


My  Dark  Side 


Plastic  grocery  bags  consuming 

the  closet last  count: 

1,276 

with  five  more 

to  add 

from  today's  supermarket  extravaganza. 

Tiny  bags  and  Brittle  bags 

Gray  bags; 

Blue  bags; 

all  squished  and  shoved  into 

Other  bags 

hanging  on  silver  nails 

embedded  in 

pocked  walls. 


My  words  are  sweet 
And  flow  with  ease. 
My  demeanor  so  nice 
And  coated  with  please. 

But  on  the  board 
Those  sixty-four  squares, 
I  conjure  up  grief 
And  cause  despair. 

My  face  is  solemn 
With  no  signs  of  fear, 
A  demeanor  of  seeing 
The  end  so  near. 


Marie  A.  Loeffler 


I  ground  them  down 
Like  yesterday's  shake. 
Deceitful  moves 
Until  the  king  I  take. 

In  my  cold  stare 
My  moves  grow  faster. 
In  the  language  of  chess 
I  am  a  ruthless  bastard. 

Russell  Greenlee 


The  Sailor's  Work 


The  day  melts  into  darkness,  it  turns  to  something  else.  I  took  my  heart 
yesterday  and  put  it  on  a  shelf.  The  rain  started  to  bleed  upon  my  neighbor's 
roof  and  the  winds  promised  me  they'd  be  blowing  soon.  I  anchored  my  love 
upon  a  sailor's  back,  and  he  vanquished  the  roughest  seas  and  we  began  to 
laugh.  Happiness  was  never  stronger  than  in  an  old  man's  smile.  Marriage 
haunts  the  young  girls'  door  while  bachelors  play  no  more.  I  took  my  voice,  I 
took  my  eyes,  those  memories  of  past  lives,  and  I  left  them  in  some  other  place. 
And  the  blue  wine  flowed  upon  people's  bodies  and  souls. 


Ana  Colls 


0- 


Nature's  Bounties 

The  Spaniard  stood  erect  in  the  small  clearing  with  a  single  campftre  roaring  in  the  center. 
On  his  left,  the  morning  sun  tried  to  penetrate  the  low-lying  misty  fire  that  lay  over  the 
marshlands,  almost  completely  surrounding  him  and  his  small  party  of  explorers.  This  land 
would  be  called  "Pasena  de  Florida,"  which  means  "feast  of  flowers".  The  rime  was  the  early 
1  500s  and  the  discovery  ot  this  land  would  be  the  Spaniard's  greatest  legacy.  1  le  would 
become  famous  as  the  discoverer  of  what  is  now  the  state  of  Florida.  Although  he  had 
traveled  with  Columbus  in  149}  on  his  second  voyage  to  the  Americas,  this  trip  was  all  his 
own.  His  name  was  Ponce  de  Leon  and  he  was  searching  for  the  infamous  "fountain  of 
youth". 

Today,  this  land  is  filled  with  thousands  of  Americans  still  searching  for  that  same  foun- 
tain. The  quest  for  youth  is  a  never-ending  journey,  especially  tor  the  "fairer  sex" —  we 
women!  1  know,  because  I  do  my  part  to  promote  this  industry  ot  America.  The  youth 
industry  includes  chemists  and  scientists  who  concoct  the  products,  pharmaceutical  compa- 
nies which  expand  and  promote  the  product,  and  television,  which  advertises  the  product. 
The  product  vows  to  erase  age  lines  on  your  face  it  used  diligently  tor  two  to  three  weeks. 
Oh,  boy,  gotta  have  that!  1  order!  Every  day  for  three  weeks,  1  sit  at  my  vanity  and  smear  this 
amazing  cream  onto  my  face.  After  doing  this  nightly  tor  three  weeks,  the  results  are  noth- 
ing. The  lines  remain.  But  wait!  There's  a  new  product  being  advertised. 

The  ones  I  really  like  are  the  hair  dyes.  I  am  a  middle-aged  woman.  My  hair  is  almost 
completely  gray.  1  like  my  gray  hair,  hut  my  family  does  not  want  me  to  look  old.  Therefore,  1 
must  dye  my  hair  constantly.  The  problem.'  The  dyes  promise  to  last  for  twelve  hair  sham 
poos.  Hoes  it.7  NO,  it  does  not.  About  fifteen  years  ago,  1  began  having  violent  reactions  to 
the  hair  dye  product  I  was  using  at  that  time.  My  face  looked  like  a  Cabbage  Patch  doll.  My 
head  broke  out  in  tiny  sores,  1  was  miserable,  and  it  itched  like  crazy.  A  week  later  1  was  tine 
and  my  hair  was  once  more  its  vibrant,  luscious  brown  color.  The  color  lasted  about  three 
weeks.  Then  1  have  to  dye,  swell,  break  our,  and  itch  all  over  again.  My  hairdresser  and  1 
tried  every  product,  but  to  no  avail.  I  gave  up.  Well,  almost.  1  found  1  could  use  a  product 
called  Loving  Care;  it  has  no  peroxide  and  1  could  get  my  desired  color  with  no  awful  afteref 
fects.  The  problem.'  Loving  Care  only  lasts  about  two  weeks.  Then  1  must  dye  my  hair  again. 

Women  will  use  every  product  science  can  make  if  it  promises  we  can  look  young  again. 
We  squeeze  ourselves  into  scientifically  created  elastic  chastity  belts  called  girdles  to  hide 
that  protruding  stomach.  We  bind  our  breasts  into  push-up,  underwire  bras  to  conceal  the 
fact  that  these  two  lumps  of  flesh  are  sagging  towards  that  protruding  stomach.  We  will  buff 
and  polish  and  cream  and  dye  and  subject  our  bodies  to  untold  tortures  to  achieve  a  goal  of 
younger-looking  appearances,  or  what  our  mirrors  teJJ  us  is  younger  looking. 

Oh,  well,  the  way  I  sum  it  all  up  is  that  it  science  can  give  us  the  product  to  enhance  what 
nature  so  obviously  did  not  do,  we  should  do  our  pari  and  use  it.  After  all,  it's  only  promoting 
good  science.  Ponce  de  Leon  did  not  find  the  "fountain  of  youth",  but  who  is  [o  say  our 
scientists  won't  eventually  discover  the  one  sure  product  that  will  truly  be  the  proverbial 
fountain?  Also,  in  case  .my  of  the  gentlemen  out  there  are  sniggering,  1  have  two  words  foi 
you — Rogaine  and  Viagra! 

S/uituii  Florane 


Waterfall:  Blake  Bennett 


Water  my  soul 

I  sec  down  to  the  bottom 

Jeep  into  the  well  of  my  soul 

lasting  droplets  of  water  l reep  aw.n 

leaving  a  spotless  cold  stone. 

M\  senses  do  not  recognize 

this  place  th.it  once  overflowed 

with  bursting  rivers  of  life 

that  sprinkled  out  around  me. 

Pleading  to  he  alive  again 

1  want  to  feel  my  purpose  is  served 

for  this  present  daze  I'm  in 

has  made  my  focus  a  hlur. 

I've  heard  this  period  of  waiting 

can  make  weakness  stroi 

Tver  heard  that  1  can  grow 

It  I  press  on  in  patience 

So  Lord  while  I'm  hen   -< 

let  me  endure  this  emptii 


1  bird  flying  through  the  sky  on  a  warm 
Summer's  day,  blowing  away  in  the  wind 
Moving  and  wa\ing  good-bye  with  every  motion 
Calling  you  to  your  destiny  of  being  fi 

Free  from  the  pain  of  life,  tl  >(  day 

and  tree  from  the  hatred  you  discovered 


Free  to  become  tree  of  all  your  woes,  from  all  your  heartache 

To  he  freely  moving  along  with  the  river's  natural  current, 
from  the  violence  of  this  world. 


Free  as  the  last  word  a  man  speaks  on  his  deathbed 

slowly  floating  away  to  his  final  resting  place  in  the  sky 


Viilme  L.  Chrk 


a 


Resting  Place 


The  night  is  dark,  but  just  as  clear 

And  secure  I  sit  on  the  shifting  sand. 

The  electrical  sphere,  my  eye  in  the  sky, 

Charges  the  waves  with  glowing  current 

Sending  a  misty  gust  to  wrap  me  from  the  front. 

I  turn  my  head,  wind  carrying  my  sight, 

To  send  an  army  of  steps  abusing  the  sand 

With  the  same  force  that  only  1  own. 

They  come  here  and  go  there 

and  I  know  them  all 

Their  crushed  grains  support  me 

And  pave  my  way  from  pain 

To  a  forgetful  ocean. 

They  carry  me  back  to  a  home  away  from  home 

That  thinks,  that  says,  that  tries  to  understand. 

But  the  ocean  forgets  my  steps. 


]ason  Champagne 


A:  So  when  arc  you  coming  out  to  play  with  me? 

T:  I  never  said  I  was  coming  our  to  play  with  you. 
A:  Yes  you  did.  I  remember.  1  remember  everything. 

T:  Apparently  you  don't.  It's  late;  you  should  be  sleeping. 
A:  Rut  why? 

T:  You  need  your  resr.  All  litrle  ^irU  need  rheir  rot. 
A:  I'd  rather  play  games... 

T:  You  can't.  It's  late.  I  told  you  that  already.  Go  to  bed. 
A:  Rut  I  can't  sleep... 

T:  How  come.' 
A:  1  never  sleep  ar  night  anymore... 
T:  I  know;  and  I  asked  how  come.' 
A:  I  don't  like  to  close  my  eyes.  1  don't  like  to  sleep  anymore. 

T:  Well  rhat's  not  much  ot  an  excuse. 
A:  It  is  tor  me. 

T:  Maybe.  Rut  you  should  sleep  regardless. 
A:  Tell  me  a  story. 

T:What? 
A:  Tell  me  a  story. 
T:  A  story?  Ah,  damn.  Alright,  alright.  Let's  see... a  story.  There  once 
was  this  little  girl  named  A  who  always  liked  to — 
A:  That's  stupid! 

T:  And  why  is  that  stupid.7 
A:  'A'  isn't  a  name!  That's  a  letter. 
T:  Rut  'A'  is  your  name.  Your  name  isn't  a  letter.  It's... a  name.  ^^  can  I  continue  with  my  story 


now 


A:  Whatever... 

T:  So  like  I  was  saying,  there  once  was  this  little  girl  named  A  who  always  liked  to  play  in  tin 
sandbox  that  her  Daddy  had  made  for  her  in  their  backyard. 

A:  I  don't  have  a  sandbox... 
T:  That's  not  the  point.  So  during  most  hours  of  the  day,  A  could  be  seen  playing  her  in  sandbox 
-  with  all  of  her  other  friends  of  course.  The  sand  in  that  sandbox  was  perfect  for  A:  it  never 
clumped,  never  itched  her  skin,  never  gave  her  any  sort  of  trouble.  And  one  day,  A's  Daddy 
wanted  to  give  her  a  very  special  surprise  tor  being  such  a  wonderful  little  girl. 

A:  What'd  he  give  her.' 
T:  Well  first,  he  gave  her  a  kiss  on  the  cheek  and  a  pat  on  the  head.  And  after  that,  he  gave  her 
,i  bit;  bear  hug  -  and  rhen  another  kiss  on  the  cheek  after  that! 

A:  Wow!  He  musta  been  really  proud  of  her! 
T:  Indeed  he  was.  He  was  so  happy  to  have  such  a  beautiful  and  talented  little  girl  like  A.  So  m 
reward  for  her  good  behavior,  he  built  A  an  even  bigger  sandbox  -  full  of  perfect  white  sand  and 
brand  new  toys  from  the  toy  store! 

A:  And  what  else? 
T:  Well,  that's  the  end. 

A:  Rut  I  wanna  hear  more. 
T:  Maybe  next  tune.  Right  now,  you  need  to  go  to  sleep. 

A:  I  like  that  story,  T.  You'll  hafta  tell  it  to  me  again  sometime... soon. 
T:  I  will.  I  promise. 
— Leslee  A.  Toney 


Untitled 


My  Poem 


When  I  was  five  I  met  two  hermit  crabs 

swimming  at  the  beach  and  hrought  them  home 

in  a  yellow  bucket,  Herb\  and  Harriet. 

1  kept  them  in  a  plastic  pool,  future  home 

to  five  turtles:  Greenie  One,  Greenie  Two, 

Greenie  Three,  and  Brownie's  One  and  Two. 

Well  Harriet  died.  So  Had  dug  her  a  hole 

at  the  backyard  fence  near  the  second  pole. 

future  headstone  to  a  hamster,  Fenton. 

And  when  1  held  her  up  for  one  last  look, 

she  tell  out  her  shell,  and  1  screamed 

and  turned  and  ran  and  cried  and  shook. 

Then,  out  ot  guilt  and  tear  of  the  day 

when  Herby  would  die,  1  put  him  in  the  yellow  bucket 

and  Mom  and  Dad  drove  me  and  1  let  him  go  in  the  lake. 

When  I  was  six  I  met  a  crawfish  on  the  sidewalk  who'd  huMed  out 

ot  a  boil  down  the  street;  he  seemed  scared  and  dried-out 

in  the  yellow  bucket,  so  Mom  drove  me  and  I  let  him  go  in  the  lake. 
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I  drove  up  the  hill  to  see  some  of  the  family  today. 

It's  nice  having  everyone  stay  so  close  together  nowadays. 

I  used  to  think  I  was  a  rebel  child,  but  the  older  I  get... 

1  can't  seem  to  leave  the  place  my  heart  seems  to  always  be  at. 

saw  momma  first,  then  off  to  see  my  ol'  Paw  Paw 
I  reminisced  about  old  times  and  talked  about  current  events. 

told  them  about  college  and  the  men  in,  or  not  in,  my  life. 
1  told  my  dear  Dianna  I  was  sorry  for  waiting  so  long  to  call... 
Then  talked  about  the  kids'  newest  escapades. 

I  told  everyone  how  I  think  about  them  everyday 

And  that  I  hope  I  will  see  them  soon. 

I  promised  them  that  I'm  working  really  hard  to  be  able  to, 

Also,  th.it  1  won't  be  far  when  they're  ready  to  come  on  out. 

It's  so  sad  not  to  get  to  see  them  every  day. 

I  drove  back  down  the  hill  today  and  looked  back  for  a  moment 

Picturing  the  day  when  under  momma's  tree  will  be  a  home. 

And  with  Dianna's  flowers  a  garden. 

I  see  my  ol'  Paw  Paw  walking  confidently  along  the  driveway, 

1  lugging  his  grandchildren,  great  grandchildren. 

When  Forest  Lawn  Memorial  is  a  subdivision  instead  of  a  park. 
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Windy  S.  Laborde 


I'm  Smilin' 


I'm  smilin' 
At  the  elephant 
That  came  down 
From  heaven 
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I  noticed  it  wasn't 
Smilin'  back  at  me 
I'm  not  scared 
I'll  walk  up  to  it 

The  canvas 
Is  torn  again 
It  looks  like 
A  masterpiece 

I  noticed  it  wasn't 
An  intentional  tear 
I'm  not  scared 
I'll  hop  on  up  to  it 

I  finally 
Got  paid  again 
This  time  I 
Won't  overspend 

I  noticed  I  could 
Make  a  life  with  this 
I'm  not  scared 
I'll  jump  right  into  it 


All  these  reminders.. .stroking  through  my  head 

Rubbing  all  my  fears 

Maybe  I  can  reach  for  them 

Maybe  I  can  reach  for  them 

This  is  what  it's  like  to  breathe  and  live 

When  everything  you  know 

Comes  and  goes 

Comes  and  goes 

I'm  not  scared 

Leslie  Westbrook 


THROW  DOWN 


...push... 
Push! 

Right  cross 
Upper  cut 
Bob  and  weave 
Take  it  to  the  ground 
Submission  wrestling 

say  Uncle,  Bitch! 

Knees  on  shoulders 
Testosterone  flies 
Blond  gushes 
Teeth  break 
Jaw  fractures 
Eyes  daze 
Concussion 


'ictory? 


Male.  Caucasian 


Racism. 

Male.  Caucasian.  Eighteen  to  thirty-four.  Upper-middle  class. 
Brown  hair.  Brown  eyes.  Clean  teeth.  Five-eight  to  six  foot  two. 
Oppressor.  Tyrant.  The  Man.  Whitey.  Cracker.  Honkey. 
Can't  dance.  Can't  last.  No  rhythm.  No  style.  No  taste. 

Or  Sexism. 

Male.  Caucasian.  Fourteen  or  above.  Lesser  Scholar. 
Pornographer.  Masturbator.  Premature  ejaculator. 
Penis  envious.  Breast-Obsessed.  Do  not  forget  about  Oedipus. 
Horny.  Pervert.  Ogles.  Rapist.  Apathetic  to  what  your  name  i>. 

Or  Ageism. 

Male.  Caucasian.  Twenty-five  or  below.  Whippersnapper. 
Lazy.  Crazy.  No  stress.  Smoke  Dope.  Poorly  dressed. 
Too  proud.  Music's  loud.  So  many  tattoos,  the  ink's  still  drippy. 
No  respect.  No  regrets.  Flower-eating  Nap-head  hippie. 

Or  Am  I? 


Anthony  McKaskle 


Inked  Up 


The  mad  hornet  needle 

buzzing  with  black  ink 

the  outline  hurts  the  worst 

the  needle  is  longer 

the  pain  is  invigorating 

almost  inviting 

addictive 

I'm  already  planning  number  3 

Arm  muscles  spasm 

shoulder  muscles  bulge 

More  beer,  kill  the  pain 

Here  comes  the  shading 

The  pain  recedes 

I  stare  at  my  new  ornament 

Ne  Obliviscaris 


I  search 


for  words 


that  convey  the  darkest 

of  caves 

the  deepest  of  griefs 


The  Beat 

The  music  beats 
Monotonous  tones, 
Hackneyed  notes, 
Somnolent  drones 
Hearts  lie 

Crushed  among  the  stones- 
That  is  a  world 
Not  mine. 

All  hands  must 
Grasp  pulsating  stars, 
None  with  meaning 
Some  with  harm — 
A  world  devoid 
Of  love  or  charm — 
Theirs  to  possess, 
Not  mine. 


beneath  your  eye 

I  struggle — 
capsizing  from  the 
weight  of  such  a  wordless 
ache 

meanwhile 

you  bend  to 
him 
allowing  another 

open  shot 
angelin 


Marie  A.  Loeffler 


Another  Chance 


I  began  im  story  with  a  lack  of  fear 

Knowing  the  end  was  so  near 

But  I  did  not  know  the  hitter  outcome 

Of  the  road  that  lay  ahead 

I  look  at  myself  respectfully 

And  tell  myself  so  honestly 

That  it  I  had  followed  that  path 

This  person  would  be  dead 

Time  was  soon  my  enemy 

And  God  my  only  itinerary 

Following  His  holy  name 

Traveling  His  chosen  road 

And  when  the  pain  is  stronger 

And  the  journey  stretches  somewhat  longer 

1  know  to  exchange  my  memory 

And  to  switch  my  sacred  mode 

Dreams  become  my  reality 
Health  my  best  fatality 
Songs  of  living  one  true  life 
And  closing  the  open  door 
Gifts  of  love  did  do  the  healing 
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My  creation  slowly  breaking 
This  love  he  once  was  taking 
Climbing  mountain  after  mountain 
As  life  spits  in  my  face 
The  honor  no  longer  bitter 
Standing  'neath  the  blue  sky's  glitter 
Knowing  I'll  go  on 
As  I  bask  among  His  grace 

Breath  a  little  colder 
Friends  somewhat  older 
Remembering  the  good  days 
As  life  does  pass  us  by 
Skins  so  thick  and  tighter 
Complexions  seemingly  whiter 
Covered  by  the  sky 

I'm  now  my  own  hero 

Born  from  absolute  zero 

Storms  crashing  over  me 

As  I  take  part  in  life's  dance 

There's  no  reason  for  denial 

In  between  the  greatest  trial 

Forgetting  all  I've  done 

And  again  getting  another  chance 


Leslee  A .  Toney 


Blood  On 
My  Hands: 


Writing  about  someone  about  whom  you  care  dearly  is  not  always  an  eas\  task.  When  you 
are  writing  about  a  horrible  occurrence  in  their  life  this  becomes  especially  difficult.  I  was  in 

a  das-  in  which  we  were  to  write  a  biographical  experience  oi  someone  we  knew,  hut  did  not 
witness  ourselves.  I  knew  who  and  wh.it  I  wanted  to  write  about  but  was  not  exactly  Mire 
how  it  happened.  1  knew  the  story,  winch  I  had  heard  many  times  from  different  sources,  hut 
not  in  derail.  1  researched  documentation  that  rold  of  the  account  and  asked  those  in  my 
family  that  knew  of  the  occurrence.  I  was  riot  ready  for  what  1  found  out  about  the  savage' 
ness  of  my  Father's  death.  The  story  you  are  about  to  read  is  both  ghastly  and  sullen,  hut  is 
also  true.  Yet,  Jo  nor  he  dismayed  for  tew  people  get  to  die  for  the  things  in  which  they 
believe. 

The  sun  brightly  pierced  through  the  darkness  as  n  ascended  over  the  distant  mountains, 
giving  warmth  to  the  cold  settlement  set  in  a  green  valley.  A  deep  orange  glow  awakened  a 
Middle  Eastern  city  made  of  majestic  stone  buildings.  1  lerds  of  sheep  gently  grazed  small 
surrounding  hills.  Birds  chirped  while  fluttering  here  and  landing  there.  Storekeepers  arose 
and  started  making  prepar.it ions  for  the  day  while  children  ate  their  morning  meal.  The 
cloudless  sky  produced  a  beautiful  spring  morning  like  so  many  before  it,  yet  all  the  days  that 
came  after  this  would  never  be  the  same.  Among  the  ancient  stone  buildings  was  my  father 
and  this  is  the  day  he  would  he  brutally  murdered. 

1  le  had  been  arrested  the  night  before  on  falsified  charges  and  now  stood  before  a  judge 
who  could  find  no  fault  or  charge  against  him.  The  mob  that  had  brought  him  here  waited 
anxiously  outside.  It  was  political,  really.  1  le  had  been  telling  true  information  to  the  public 
ih, it  several  corrupt  officials  would  not  have  being  commonly  known,  being  that  it  would 
jeopardize  their  reign  in  office.  When  the  judge  realized  that  he  had  no  jurisdiction  in  this 
matter,  he  revetted  to  the  crowd  to  see  what  they  wanted  done  with  him.  The  officials  had 
been  working  on  the  crowd  tor  hours  by  this  time  telling  them  my  father  had  been  spinning 
lies  and  had  the  whole  group  thirsting  tor  blood.  My  father  had  spent  his  lite  doing  great 
works  for  these  people  but  this  was  mob  mentality,  they  wanted  swift  punishment. 

The  group  of  soldiers  who  had  arrested  him  stripped  him  of  his  clothes.  A  towering  soldiei 
of  slim  build,  dressed  in  battle  gear,  led  my  daddy  to  a  wooden  pole  about  seven  feet  tall.  The 
man's  gear  was  made  of  thick  leather  covered  by  thin  metal.  This  protected  most  of  his  body, 
yet  left  him  remarkabb  agile.  Slim  tied  my  father's  hands  together,  then  to  the  pole  as  high 
above  his  head  as  his  arms  could  reach.  My  pop  knew  what  was  about  to  take  place  and 
mentally  prepared  himself  tor  the  pain  that  he  was  to  endure.  As  the  soldier  walked  ott  he 
gave  a  little  grin  and  a  nod  to  another  soldier  who  had  been  waiting  patiently  by  a  pack 
donkey.  The  new  soldier  was  a  grim  looking  fellow  who  stood  higher  than  anyone  in  the 
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-£~J     Joseph  Johnson 


vicinity  with  broad  thick  shoulders  and  a  scar  running  the  length  of  his  face.  Although 
adorning  the  same  outfit  as  the  other,  he  had  a  leader's  air  to  him  and  calmly  opened  a  bag 
attached  to  the  donkey  and  pulled  out  a  whip.  It  was  sinister  looking  piece  of  equipment 
with  a  bone  handle  that  had  straps  of  leather  about  eight  feet  in  length  coming  out  of  its 
end.  Each  strap  varied  between  a  half  to  a  full  inch  wide  and  a  quarter  inch  thick  with  a  lead 
ball  as  big  as  the  end  of  a  man's  finger  or  a  piece  of  bone  attached  to  the  end.  Grim  started 
towards  his  soon  to  be  victim  as  the  crowd  yelled  and  scorned  at  my  father.  Grim  stretched  as 
if  he  were  an  Olympian,  pacing  back  and  forth  looking  for  the  best  angle  while  the  crowd 
roared  on.  He  took  position  directly  behind  my  father  with  a  good  stance  and  slowly  looked 
behind  him  at  the  crowd;  they  went  silent. 

The  crack  of  the  first  lash  was  the  last  thing  that  was  heard  until  it  all  ended.  The  crowd 
went  into  a  horrible  roar  of  hate.  The  first  few  lashings  produced  bruises  where  the  metal 
balls  hit  the  bare  skin  and  whelps  where  the  straps  slapped.  My  father  thought  of  me  but 
could  not  help  in  crying  out  in  pain.  Again,  again  and  again  Grim  whipped  for  what  seemed 
like  hours,  drawing  back  and  thrusting  his  body  into  the  whip.  Pulling  back  just  before  the 
strapping  hit  what  was  now  covered  in  red,  the  straps  wrapped  around  a  convulsing  body. 
The  soldier  realized  that  the  whip  was  getting  looser  as  it  was  being  drenched  in  the  blood 
that  was  running  freely  down  my  father's  back  and  legs.  As  the  heavy  shot  pulverized  his  ribs 
and  shoulders,  the  bruises  turned  first  to  cuts,  then  to  slashes  that  went  through  the  back  and 
shoulder  tissue  to  the  bone.  Father  could  feel  every  movement  as  the  straps  hit  bare  bone 
then  slid  across  them,  being  pulled  back  to  get  ready  for  another  go.  When  the  grim  soldier 
was  finished  there  was  no  skin  on  his  back.  The  only  thing  that  remained  were  strips  of 
muscle  that  hung  down  like  willow  leaves  covered  in  blood.  The  ground  below  was  crimson 
as  well  as  the  soldier,  having  it  splattered  over  his  body  and  face. 

Slim  cut  my  father  down  and  dragged  him  into  a  pavilion  where  a  company  of  soldiers  put 
a  scarlet  robe  over  him  and  a  stick  in  his  hand  and  started  to  mock  him.  One  of  the  soldiers 
took  branches  from  a  thorn  tree  and  made  a  halo  shaped  figure.  The  thorns  on  these  limbs 
were  about  six  inches  long,  very  sharp  and  rigid.  The  soldiers  thrust  this  "crown"  upon  his 
head,  which  brought  more  blood  flow  to  a  body  that  was  already  lacking.  After  beating  him 
several  times  they  ripped  the  adhered  robe  from  his  back,  reopening  all  the  wounds  from 
before.  Taking  the  stick  from  his  hands,  Grim  beat  the  crown  of  thorns  into  his  head.  Father 
was  then  given  his  clothes  and  marched  outside  where  a  wooden  beam  awaited  him. 

The  soldiers  tied  a  wooden  crossbar  to  his  back  that  weighed  about  110  pounds.  He  tried  to 
carry  it  but  his  body  could  barely  haul  its  own  weight.  He  collapsed.  A  stranger  was  called 
out  of  the  crowd  and  carried  it  for  him.  A  group  of  women  wailing  and  mourning  followed 


Blood  On  My  Hands 

the  crowd  thai  rebuked  and  spat  upon  him.  He  spoke  to  the  women  and  tried  to  comfort 
them.  The  road  was  dusty  and  the  sun  hc.it  down  out  of  the  morning  sky.  My  father  was 
marched  and  dragged  a  half-mile  with  two  thieves  to  a  small  hill  th.it  had  three  upright  post- 
in  the  ground  where  they  would  he  crucified.  He  was  offered  a  drink  that  would  numb  the 
pain  and  refused.  When  the  moh  got  to  the  hill  my  father's  beam  was  put  in  the  center  of  the 
three  uprights  and  he  was  thrown  chest  up  on  top  of  it.  While  one  Roman  soldier  held  him 
down,  Grim  found  the  proper  place  on  the  hand  in  the  crease  of  the  wrist.  Grim,  a  general, 
placed  the  hand  palm  up  near  the  end  of  the  heam  as  he  had  done  so  many  times  before, 
leaving  some  hending  room  in  the  arm.  1  le  picked  up  his  hammer  and  pulled  from  a  satchel  a 
square  nine-inch  wrought  iron  spike. 

The  soldier  watching  attentively  cringed  on  the  inside  as  he  saw  the  nail  pierce  the  skin 
effortlessly  until  it  hit  hone.  My  father  could  feel  the  rough  iron  rubbing  hare  hone  between 
the  hurst  of  pain  that  followed  each  hit.  CHINK....  CHINK....  CHINK....  CHINK.... 
CHINK.  The  two  soldiers  switched  places  as  the  other  hand  was  done  in  the  same  manner. 
The  heam  father  was  attached  to  had  a  slot  in  its  center,  which  found  its  way  into  place  as 
the  soldiers  lifted  him  upright  and  hung  him  on  the  vertical  post.  Grim  then  calmly  reached 
into  his  satchel  for  a  third  nail.  He  aligned  my  father's  feet  and  hegan  to  hammer  a  spike 
through  the  tip  of  the  arches  of  each  foot,  then  deep  into  the  wood.  Grim  made  sure  he  was 
leaving  hending  room  for  the  legs  to  be  ahle  to  push  up  with  so  that  suffocating  would 
happen  very  slowly.  "Forgive  them,  father,  for  they  know  not  what  they  do,"  he  said  while 
struggling  for  a  breath.  The  suffering  had  taken  all  his  breath  in  wailing  agony.  One  of  the 
Roman  soldiers  nailed  a  sign  about  my  father's  head  that  stated  JESUS  OF  NAZARETH 
KING  OF  THE  JEWS. 

His  arms  were  in  an  upward  position  that  put  pressure  on  the  lungs  and  caused  the  sack 
around  the  heart  to  start  filling  with  fluid.  He  then  started  a  pain  tor  pain  struggle,  between 
the  nerves  in  the  wrists  as  he  pulled  up  or  the  nerves  in  the  feet  when  he  pushed  up,  just  to 
get  a  hreath.  He  saw  his  mother  and  one  of  his  disciples  in  the  crowd  and  said  to  them,  "Dear 
mother,  here  is  your  son...  Here  is  your  mother."  His  muscles  hegan  to  cramp,  knot  and  draw 
up  viciously.  He  could  not  exhale  because  of  the  position  of  the  arms  and  the  cramping  of 
muscles  in  his  chest  causing  carbon  dioxide  to  build  up  in  his  lungs.  The  sack  around  his 
heart  was  full  of  fluid  now,  putting  tremendous  strain  on  the  heart. 

Six  hours  into  his  crucifixion  the  blue  sky  went  black  and  the  sun  did  not  show.  As  he 
continued  to  suffocate  from  not  being  ahle  to  pick  his  body  up  enough  to  catch  hreath,  the 
two  thieves  argued.  One  ridiculed  Jesus  hut  the  other  asked  that  Jesus  remember  him  in 
heaven.  He  said,  "Surely  you  will  he  with  me  today  in  paradise." 

In  the  ninth  hour  of  being  suspended,  Jesus  gave  out  a  loud  cry:  "My  God  My  God  why 
hast  thou  forsaken  me.'"  A  few  moments  later,  "It  is  finished,"  and  with  one  final  hreath, 
"Father,  into  your  hand  1  commit  my  spirit."  Grim  was  watching  as  he  spoke  these  words; 
upon  seeing  the  nature  in  which  life  left  m\  father's  body,  he  was  in  awe  and  said,  "Praise  the 
Lord,  surely  this  was  the  noii  of  ( Jod." 
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I  AM  OFFENDED 

I  am  offended  by  words  that  have  gone  unspoken 

I  am  offended  by  thoughts  that  have  never  reached  the  open  forum  of  debate 

I  am  offended  by  feelings  that  have  gone  un-inspected 

I  am  offended 

Andrew  Patrick  David 


All  the  while  these  lower  than  life  miserable  wastes  of  flesh 

Celebrated  as  though  they  had  accomplished  some  great  victory 

My  grandfather  spoke  of  the  same  hate  endured  as  a  young  boy 

Sitting  in  the  corner  wearing  a  hat, 

DUNCE  spelled  out  in  big  bold  letters, 

Kids  taunting  and  laughing  at  him  because  he  could  not 

Speak  or  understand  english, 

Struck  even?  time  he  uttered  a  word  of  french. 


Alex  Guillory 


Falling 


go  home,  snow  globe 
see  your  mother 
growing  old 

she's  dead  again, 
whispering  sadness 
to  the  sky  above,  below 

jumping  wind 

dancing  rainbow 

Venus,  Aphrodite 

i  lost  her  grip  underneath 

a  flying  trapeze 

falling! 

catch  me,  i'm  (ailing 

so  fast,  tOO  slow 

nobody  is  new 

everybody's  old 

too  old  for  even  a  day 

can  cherish  my  hands 

cracked 

my  smile  is  fading 

into  my  wrinkled  face 

she  made  me  laugh 

SO  loud 

now  i'm  tailing 

and  she's  not  here  to 

catch  me 

i'm  falling 

k'risw  Parker  / 
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The  Heart  of  the  Storm 


Midnight  moonlight  keeps  me  company 

.is  1  reflect  on  the  night  before. 

The  stars  whispered  to  me 

the  sweet  memories  of  passu  hi. 

The  Heavens  sang  a  song  that 

took  me  back  into  your  arms. 

The  wind  played  a  melody  of  your 

sweet  and  gentle  kisses. 

The  rain  beats  the  rhythm  to  which 

we  made  love. 

Finally,  the  sunrise  showed  me  a  happy 

future  with  you. 
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This  is  how  1  knew  I  was  in  love. 

Then... 

The  clouds  removed  that  future. 

The  hail  beat  the  noise 

of  arguments. 

The  thunder  cursed  the  lines 

of  disappointment. 

The  lightning  flashed  you 

pushing  me  away. 

The  blizzard  screamed  a  relationship 

being  lost. 

The  dark  sky  shows  we  are  over... 

And  it  hurts  like  hell, 

This  is  how  1  knew  I  was  in  love. 

Toi  Rogers 
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It  felt  real 
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red  about,  unhappily  swimming  in  a  black  sea  of 
ng  at  me  from  behind  a  wound-up  clock.  Wings 
gathered  the  pain  and  put  it  in  a  shiny  jar,  would 
se  would  be  my  destiny.  To  love  is  to  love  forever, 
tose  golden.  I  walk  beside  the  moon  as  a  lovely 
Ld  it  felt  real. 

Black  wings  lead  me  on.  Suddenly,  I'm  scatte 
unknown  things.  I  saw  your  yellow  eyes  glari 
that  led  me  to  fly  now  lead  me  to  sleep.  If  yoi 
that  make  it  more  beautiful  I  Touching  a  sunri 
In  the  torment  of  my  closed  eyes,  1  sense  & 
companion.  I  embraced  an  invisible  thing  ar 

Ana  Colb 

Fly  Away 

Uproot  your  stems  and  fly  away 

Plant  them  where  there's  a  brighter  day. 

Surround  ourself  with  your  kind 

With  pleasures  and  peace  only  you  can  find. 

A  peaceful  rest  with  the  greenest  green 
With  flowing  rivers  and  sparkling  streams 
Waterfalls  misting  where  they  meet 
The  clear  rivers  at  the  hill's  peak. 

Empty  but  full 

Sensual  aromas  of  floral  spells 
Lock  you  to  the  song  of  the  nightingale 
Calling  you  back  to  seek  your  path 
And  find  your  way  home  at  last. 

Fly  away  and  follow  your  heart. 
Find  the  love  you'd  never  part. 
Wrap  yourself  in  its  warm  embrace, 
And  fly  away  to  a  sweeter  place. 

Valerie  L.  Clark 

Through  spotted,  dusty  once-visions  of  clarity, 
A  dusky  shine  of  once-bright  sunlight 
So,  flecked  and  broken  beyond  the  pane, 
A  mix  and  blending  of  white,  blue,  gray. 

Rolling  monstrosities,  floating  in  blue 
An  ocean  of  sunbright,  dancing  in  waves, 
Slowly  revolving  around  beasts  of  white, 
With  tones  of  creamy,  liquid  clay. 

No  face  smiling  beyond  the  beasts, 
No  great  wisdom  straining  through 
But  glaring  sunshine,  fading  through, 
Blended  white,  blue,  and  gray. 

Slume  Padriac  Erath 
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Roll  tape  one.  Screaming.  lOlbs,  I  Ooz  firstborn  three  weeks  overdue  new  doctor  Yelling.  Vaginal 
cavity  too  narrow,  shoulders  too  broad.  Screaming,  crying.  Standby  to  shake  camera.  Frantic 

nurses.  Shake.  Panic.  Immediate  action  necessary . 

m  m  /or  heoilshot  of  doctor.  This  wasn't  in  the  textbooks.  Fix  headroom.  White  face  bleeds 
into  his  overcoat.  Cue  camera  two.  Pain.  Screaming.  Take.  Pan  room.  Forceps  and  3nurses 
{nishing  on  belly,  squeezing,  pulling,  wide  shot.  Crying.  A/mo.vt  there. 

Pain.  Shoulders  still  stuck.  Medium  shot  maintain  shake.  Pull.  Screaming,  tearing.  Kill  camera 
roll  audio.  "We  had  to.  Cod  knows  we  had  to."  Switch  YTR.  Little  arm  hangs  limp  at  his  mother's 
chest.  "We  tore  the  mam  nerve  to  his  upper  right  torso."  Crying.  "We  had  to." 

"So  what  you're  saying  is  that  there  isn't  a  problem,  this  is  all  in  my  head?"  David  rolled 
down  his  window,  lit  up  a  cigarette  and  looked  over  at  me. 

"Not  necessarily.  If  you  and  her  really,  and  I  mean  really  love  each  other,  you  can  work 
through  anything."  The  smoke  circled  and  togged  the  w  indshield. 

"I  love  her,  Glenn.  I  just  don't  know  if  I  can  keep  doing  this.  My  heart  tells  me  we're  made 
tor  each  other.  Bur  my  mind  isn't  satisfied." 

Every  group  has  that  couple,  the  one  hreaking  and  making  up  every  few  weeks.  In  our 
group,  April  and  David  are  on  their  second  off-key  reunion  tour.  My  roommate  and  1  even 
have  a  het  on  how  long  until  the  next  hreakup.  If  this  conversation  keeps  going  the  way  it 
looks,  I'll  lose  $7  by  the  end  of  the  week. 

"This  isn't  just  about  sex,  is  it?"  David  asked.  He  even  looks  like  Cene  Simmons. 

"No.  If  there's  one  thing  I  can  tell  you  it's  that  this  is  not  about  sex.  The  Civil  War  wasn't 
fought  over  slavery,  even  though  that  was  a  motivating  factor.  The  bigger  issue  was  state's 
rights.  And  the  bigger  issue  here  is  respect." 

I  lit  a  cigarette  and  rolled  down  my  window.  We  had  been  sitting  in  the  parking  lot  tor  at 
least  six  cigarettes  now,  and  I  was  beginning  to  wonder  it  I  should  have  bought  .mother  pack 
that  morning. 

"If  she  respects  you,  she  won't  flaunt  her  chastity  in  front  ot  you.  And  it  what  you  just  told 
me  is  correct,  she  flaunts  it." 

"You  were  there,  Glenn — last  night  on  the  phone  in  Katie's  apartment.  It  sounded  like  she 
was  putting  herself  on  a  pedestal  when  the  topic  ot  sex  came  up." 

"She  did.  I  don't  remember  what  she  said  verbatim,  but  she  did." 

Last  night  we  had  all  sat  around  drinking  Budweiser  playing  some  bored  game.  Afterwards 
we  went  to  one  of  the  bars.  While  David  was  busy  pulsing  on  the  dance  floor,  April  asked  my 
roommate  and  me  tt  David  wanted  to  have  sex  with  her,  and  both  of  us  said  no.  She  grinned, 
and  continued  drinking. 

"I  don't  mind  not  having  sex,  really.  That  doesn't  bother  me.   But  when  she  tells  her 
friends  she's  stronger  than  me  tor  practicing  self-restraint  it  hurts." 

"She's  an  immature  little  bitch,  David."  I  snorted  and  filled  the  front  scat  with  cigarette 
smoke.  "It  anything  you're  the  stronger  person.  I  mean,  who  is  actually  giving  up  something 
to  be  with  the  other  person.7  And  who  doesn't  make  a  big  deal  about  it.'  Jesus,  I  mean  she  has 
no  clue  what  kind  ot  relationships  you  had  prior  to  her.  And" 

1  breathed  smoke. 
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"Furthermore,  it  sounds  like  she  never  made  an  attempt  to  see  things  from  your  end  of 
the  stick,  no  pun  intended.  She  never  tried  on  your  shoes.  And  how  can  you  judge  a  man 
if  you've  never  walked  down  their  path?" 

"Are  you  hungry?"  David  asked,  throwing  his  butt  out  the  window. 

"Yeah,  I'm  kinda  thirsty.  Let's  go  to  Burger  King." 

"Wendy's  is  cheaper." 

"Alright,  let's  go  to  Burger  King." 

"So  do  you  think  I'm  making  the  right  decision  with  April?"  David  started  his  Nissan 
and  pulled  out  of  the  parking  lot. 

"Well,"  I  said.  "You've  got  to  be  comfortable  with  whatever  you  choose  to  do.  I  cannot 
tell  you  to  make  or  break  up  with  her,  only  that  for  it  to  work,  you've  both  got  to  want  to 
make  it  work."  I  flipped  the  radio  on  to  drown  out  David's  love  crisis.  Only  country  sta- 
tions. If  there's  anything  I  hate  worse  than  listening  to  a  grown  man  whine,  it  is  a  grown 
man  getting  paid  to  whine. 

"What  do  you  want?"  David  asked  me  as  we  pulled  up  to  the  order- window. 

"Just  a  Sprite."  I  turned  off  the  radio,  disgusted  with  the  broadcast  static.  "Actually,  that's 
what  you  need  to  ask  yourself." 

David  ordered  his  food  and  pulled  back  onto  the  road.  "I  feel  terrible,  Glenn,  like  my 
mind  is  telling  me  to  break  up  with  her,  but  I  still  love  her.  I  don't  know  if  I've  ever 
connected  with  a  girl  like  this  before." 

That  was  the  problem  of  talking  to  David  about  April;  the  arguments  were  circular  and 
lasted  for  days.  It  felt  like  I  was  at  the  carnival  and  bought  a  fistful  of  Ferris  wheel  tickets. 

"There'll  be  other  girls  you  connect  with.  I  still  love  Hannah  and  we  haven't  been 
together  for  two  years." 

"But  I  don't  want  another  girl,  I  want  April." 

Just  as  the  final  ride  is  over  and  I'm  about  to  step  off,  some  high  school  dropout,  pissed  at 
the  world  for  not  paying  attention  during  career  day,  hits  the  button  and  I'm  back  in  the 
air. 

"Let's  go  back  to  Caspari  and  you  can  talk  to  Beau." 

Caspari  looks  like  the  boarding  house  in  Oliver  Twist.  Ever  so  often  the  walls  murmur 
"please  sir,  may  I  have  another,"  to  the  kid  at  the  water  fountain.  Beau  and  I  fit  in  there. 

"You  shouldn't  be  depressed  about  this,  David,"  I  said  while  grabbing  the  front  door  handle, 
"She's  not  as  mature  as  you." 

David  stepped  inside  and  started  walking  up  the  stairs.  "I  don't  know  if  I'll  ever  be  happy 
with  the  way  things  go,"  he  said  over  his  shoulder. 

"There's  plenty  of  happiness  out  there,  man,"  I  turned  the  key  to  my  room  and  pushed 
open  the  door.  "We  haven't  even  begun  to  realize  how  huge  the  world  is." 

It  looked  like  my  laundry  basket  vomited  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  splashing  dirty  socks 
and  pants  onto  the  couch.  There  was  even  a  pair  of  underwear  lying  across  the  George 
Forman  Grill.  Food  stuck  to  the  plastic  Tupperware  tops  we  used  as  plates  and  glasses  rimmed 
with  orange  juice  leaned  like  the  tower  of  Pisa  on  my  dresser.  Beau  was  lying  on  the  bottom 
bunk,  asleep. 

"Beau,  get  up.  Do  something  with  your  day."  He  rolled  over,  turning  his  backside  to  David 
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and  me  and  buried  his  head  further  into  Ins  pillow. 
"He'll  t»er  up  in  a  little  while."  1  said  to  l\i\  id.  "I  need  .mother  cigarette." 

We  sat  on  top  of  the  couch,  tlun^  the  tin-foiled  windows  open  and  lit  up. 

"Blow  the  smoke  outside,  assholes,"  came  out  in  united  coughs  through  the  respirator  Beau 
wears  when  he  sleeps.  Beau  got  up,  scratched  himself  and  made  his  \va\  towards  the  sink. 
Both  David  and  1  scooted  closer  off  the  ledge. 

"David's  having  April  problems  again,"  1  said  to  Beau  while  he  looked  into  the  mirror.  His 
unshaven  jaw  hung  sideways  while  he  rubbed  the  arch  between  his  eyes. 

"So  what's  new?"  he  yawned. 

"1  love  her,  but  1  don't  think  that  love  by  itself  can  sustain  a  relationship." 

Beau  leaned  down  arid  threw  water  on  his  face.  "You  two  hungry?" 

I  nodded  my  head.   "David  just  ate,  but  you  can  cook  tor  me." 

"I  would,  but  there's  no  clean  dishes." 

"Well,"  1  said  through  the  smoke,  and  flicked  the  cigarette  out  the  window.  1  walked  over 
to  the  sink,  "I'll  wash  the  dishes  if  you  cook  us  something." 

"What  should  I  do,  Beau?"  David  asked. 

"Take  a  bath." 

"About  April." 

Pulling  out  two  chicken  breasts,  Beau  pushed  the  underwear  off  the  grill  and  turned  it  on. 
After  scraping  black  crud  off  the  surface,  he  laid  the  chicken  down.  It  sizzled. 

"Drop  her." 

I  laughed.  "I  think  he's  serious,"  I  said  looking  at  Beau.  "He's  angry  because  she's  made 
several  cracks  about  how  she's  morally  superior  tor  not  doing  drugs  and  having  sex." 

"You  knew  that  when  you  started  going  out  with  her."  Beau  flipped  the  chicken.  "You 
both  went  in  with  open  eyes." 

"I  know,  but  I  can't  help  thinking  all  of  this  is  in  my  head." 

"Well,  that  still  could  be  the  case."  I  pulled  the  dish  soap  from  underneath  the  sink  and 
squirted  into  a  pot  caked  with  eggshells. 

"You  give  her  the  car-door  test?"  Beau  asked. 

"No.  What's  that.'" 

"Hmm,"  I  mused  while  rinsing  ott  a  plastic  spoon.  "Do  you  really  think  that's  a  good 
idea,  Beau?" 

"What's  the  car-door  test .'" 

"I  shouldn't  have  brought  it  up,"  Beau  said  to  David,  then  he  turned  my  way.  "It's  too 
powerful.  He's  not  ready." 

"Tell  me." 

"But  our  prodigy  is  advancing  rapidly,"  I  angled  towards  Beau.  "He  might  be  able  to 
master  its  power." 

"Perhaps,"  He  scratched  his  beard  and  poured  oil  on  the  chicken.  "The  force  is  strong  in 
this  one." 

"Beau,  tell  me." 

Beau  put  the  lid  back  down.  The  chickens  squawked  and  sputtered  grease.  "But  what  1 
think  will  happen  is  that  our  young  apprentice  will  blabber  to  his  girlfriend,  and  she  will 
blabber  to  her  girlfriends,  and  before  long  the  test  won't  work  because  all  the  bitches  will 
know  what  the  car-door  test  is." 
C  ilenn, 


"Yes?"  I  turned  towards  David.  S? 

"What  is  the  car-door  test?" 

I  leaned  back  into  the  sink  to  keep  David  from  seeing  my  grin.  "I'm  a  WASP,  well,  WAS 
anyway.  I  dropped  the  P  along  time  ago.  But  I  still  believe  there  are  forces  in  the  universe 
greater  than  myself,  and  the  car-door  test  is  one  of  those." 

"Beau,  tell  me!" 

"Glenn,  you  washed  the  frying  pan  yet?"  Beau  looked  up  from  the  grill  without  even  a 
smirk.  Incredible  self-restraint. 

"Yeah,  here  it  is."  My  hands  were  slippery  and  I  flung  the  pan  at  him. 

Without  missing  a  beat,  Beau  caught  the  pan,  turned  it  right-side  up  and  poured  a  can  of 
cream  of  mushroom  into  it.  Beau's  mastery  of  the  culinary  arts  should  not  have  struck  me  as 
weird  judging  by  his  size,  but  his  perfect  execution  of  saving  the  pot  from  hitting  our  stained 
carpet — and  then  filling  it  immediately  with  food,  did. 

Beau  looked  at  me.  "Whatdya  think  about  eggs  too?" 

I  crumpled  my  face.  "That's  gross."  Maybe  there  should  be  a  footnote  to  that  culinary  arts 
line. 

"GLENN,  TELL  ME!" 

David  was  getting  frustrated,  but  from  what  I  understood,  he'd  been  frustrated  when  he  got 
here.  His  volume  level  was  significantly  higher,  and  the  syllable  accents  were  pronounced. 
He  even  sounds  like  Gene  Simmons. 

"The  car-door  test  should  not  be  used  lightly,"  Beau  said  as  he  sliced  onions. 

"GOD  DAMN  IT  TELL  ME!"  Too  bad  Gene  doesn't  do  country. 

Beau  mixed  the  onions  into  the  pan,  and  chuckled  as  he  headed  downstairs.  Like  every 
dorm  built  in  1939,  Caspari's  one  stove  with  its  one  working  burner  is  on  the  first  floor. 

"Fuck  you  assholes,"  David  pouted.  "I  HATE  YOU  DAD." 

I  could  hear  someone  walking  down  the  stairs  start  laughing — childhood  trauma  was  the 
unifying  theme  in  David's  long  list  of  why  life  sucks. 

"Okay,"  I  said  laughing  myself.  "But  you've  got  to  understand  how  sacred  this  is.  The 
potency  will  be  lost  if  every  girl  out  there  knows." 

Beau  yelled  from  downstairs,  "DID  YOU  TELL  HIM?" 

"NOT  YET." 

David  lit  up  a  cigarette  and  scooted  closer  to  the  ledge.  He  blew  out  smoke  when  he 
talked.  "Tell  me,  man,"  complacent  sounding. 

"The  car-door  test  is  foolproof,  assuming  it  was  correctly  administered.  There  have  never 
been  any  discrepancies." 

I  paused  for  effect. 

"But  the  answers  it  gives  are  not  always  the  ones  we  want." 

Beau  walked  back  in  and  added,  "That's  true.  Bess  failed  the  test."  He  set  down  the  steam- 
ing pan  and  started  scooping  soup  onto  a  Tupperware  top.  I  motioned  for  him  to  make  me 
one  too. 

"And  so  did  Beth." 

"Beth  failed  the  test?!"  David  had  been  watching  traffic  outside,  but  name  recognition 
pulled  him  back  in. 

I  nodded  my  head.  "Three  times." 

"Wow.  I  don't  know  if  I  am  ready  for  this  test."  David  leaned  back  against  the 
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window  frame. 

1  vet  down  m\  rag  and  turned  away  from  the  sink.  "What  you  do  is  park  your  car  on  the 
curb  next  to  your  girlfriend's  house  with  the  passenger  side  racing  the  doorstep."  I  dried  nn 
hands  and  took  .1  plate. 

"When  you  get  out  of  the  car,  lock  .ill  the  doors."  I  gestured  arid  rook  a  hue  of  Beau's 
chicken  mushroom  mix.  The  spices  tingled  my  nose. 

"This  is  really  good,  Beau,"  I  said  with  a  full  mouth. 

"Thanks.  1  put  two  eggs  in  it." 

I  shrugged  my  shoulders  and  turned  hack  to  David,  who  was  staring  intently. 

"Meet  your  girl  .it  the  door  and  talk  to  her  parents.  You  know,  he  a  gentleman.  And  when 
you  walk  her  hack  to  the  car,  open  the  door  for  her."  I  went  through  the  motions,  swinging 
my  plate  around  when  I  did.  I  looked  down  <u\o\  used  my  finger  to  sop  up  some  goop  thai  was 
dripping  off  the  plate. 

"Walk  slowly  behind  the  car  on  your  way  hack  to  the  driver's  seat  And  when  you  pass 
behind  the  car,  glance  through  the  back  window  to  see  it  she  unlocked  your  door." 

"Wow." 

We  sat  still  tor  a  split  second,  letting  David  absorb  what  I  just  said,  and  then  he  spoke. 

"If  I  ever  write  a  novel,  I'm  gonna  put  that  in  there." 

"Hmm,"  1  said,  rolling  a  hire  around  in  my  mouth.  "1  think  it's  probably  copyrighted 
somewhere."   I  concealed  a  smile  by  putting  a  tree  hand  over  my  mouth  and  looked  at  Beau. 

"Yeah,"  Beau  said.  "This  isn't  a  new  idea.  Somebody's  probably  written  it  down  before. " 

"Still,  man,"  David  said  wide-eyed.  "That  shit  is  gold."  The  word  rolled  out  ot  his  mouth 
slowly,  like  NSU  housing  renovations.  Okay,  maybe  not  that  slowly. 

"1  would  be  wary  of  using  it  on  April,  or  any  girl,  it  you  are  not  positive  you  can  live  with 
the  consequences  ot  her  passing  or  tailing."  Beau  frowned  and  signaled  with  his  eyes  tor 
David  to  hang  out  the  window.  Cardinal  rule:  do  not  smoke  while  others  are  eating,  you  pig. 

"Don't  be  deceived  by  the  simplicity,"  1  said.  "Within  a  matter  ot  seconds,  you  (  111  .issess  a 
person's  true  heart  and  whether  or  not  they  think  about  you.  The  subconscious  is  revealed 
through  simple  actions  like  this." 

"Wait,  do  what?" 

"SAY  WHAT  AGAIN  MUTHA  FUCKA,"  I  blurred.  They  both  tilted  their  heads  and 
looked  at  me  through  their  eyebrows.  "Sorry,"  I  said  sheepishly.  "  1  watched  a  hunch  ot 
Quentin  Tarantino  this  weekend." 

"1  know,  stupid,  I  was  with  you,"  Beau  said  in  between  spoonfuls. 

"Not  for  Pulp  Fiction." 

"We  didn't  watch  Jackie  Broun,"  David  said  leaning  hack  into  the  room.  "But  that  was 
retarded  anyway." 

"Hey,  guy  in  the  window,  he  quiet  and  you  might  learn  something,"  Beau  stood  up  and 
looked  at  David  as  if  he  were  a  child  interrupting  daddy's  conversation  with  mommy  just  to 
say  'sense  me'  because  he  burped. 

"But  man,"  1  said  while  chewing  the  last  o\  the  chicken,  "1  wish  1  could  ^\o  what  he  does, 
like  propel  a  story  along  with  just  dialogue." 

"No  shit  huh." 

"It  felt  real — a  modernist  movie  with  abrupt  scene  changes  and  engaging  conversations 
and  stuff,  inserted  into  a  seemingly  non-existent  plot."  1  took  ,1  sip  ot  water  and  coughed  out 
the  rest,  "in  an  effort  to  present  a  serious  subject  in  a  new  way." 
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"Like  Citizen  Kane7."  Beau  asked.  £? 

"If  by  the  same  you  mean  completely  different,  then  yes,  the  same." 

Drew  looked  hack  in  and  smiled. 

"No,  I  didn't  like  Kane"  I  said.  "If  you  look  at  it  and  include  historical  context  in  the 
analysis  it's  a  wonderful  film.  But  if  it  were  released  today,  it  might  he  average." 

Beau  cocked  his  head  and  stared  at  me.  "That  movie  revolutionized  the  film  industry." 

"So,"  I  frowned.  "It  has  to  compete  with  the  current  glut — you  can't  put  it  on  the  top  shelf 
just  because  it  was  first." 

"Whatever,"  Beau  threw  up  his  hands,  "I  don't  have  time  to  argue  with  stupidity.  I  need 
your  keys  to  get  SimCity  out  of  your  office." 

"That's  a  negative  Ghost  Rider." 

"I'm  leaving  tonight  to  go  back  to  New  Orleans." 

"Oh  well,"  I  said.  "Tough  shit." 

"Yep,"  Beau  said  inching  closer  to  me.  "It's  a  shame,  isn't  it?" 

Beau  and  I  had  wrestled  before.  It  started  one  Tuesday  when  we  were  talking  about  interna- 
tional politics  and  Che  Guevara.  He  argued  that  since  I  admired  communism,  that  I  should 
do  dishes,  for  the  good  of  us  all.  We  disagreed  and  he  grabbed  me  by  the  arm.  I  told  him  only 
guerrillas  resort  to  violence.  He  went  apeshit.  "I'll  beat  the  fuck  out  of  you  if  you  keep 
calling  me  a  gorilla."  Since  then,  most  arguments  find  themselves  resolved  with  force. 

"It's  gonna  suck  in  a  minute  having  to  pick  up  all  your  broken  teeth,"  I  said  playfully 
kicking  at  Beau.  "I'm  not  gonna  help  you  find  the  ones  that  roll  under  the  couch." 

Beau  grabbed  my  foot  and  threw  it  to  the  side.  "What's  really  gonna  suck  is  when  your 
mom  has  to  come  get  your  mangled  ass  out  of  the  hospital  because  Tlla  breaka  you  face'." 

Beau  flopped  on  me,  dorsal  fin  almost  hitting  the  ceiling.  I'm  not  sure  if  Orca  whales  ever 
surface  just  to  squish  Twinkies,  but  that's  how  I  felt. 

"Where  are  the  keys?"  Beau  laughed  while  shifting  all  of  his  weight  onto  my  chest  and 
pinning  my  left  arm. 

"O  my  God,"  I  grunted.  "You  really  need  to  drink  more  of  that  Slim  Fast." 

My  ears  burned  red.  My  lungs  were  collapsing.  Even  my  eyes  throbbed. 

— Then  it  happened.  My  face  twitched.  I  could  feel  her  unbuckling  my  belt — 

Roll  tape  three.  Flash,  to  small  pink  room.  Older  girl  pushes  7 -year-old  against  the  bed.  Zoom  to 
face.  "Let's  play  a  game."  Grin. 

Wide  shot.  Pins  left  arm.  Pan  to  boy.  "No."  Pulls  down  his  pants.  "Stop."  Knock  out  of  focus. 
Zoom  out.  Focus  on  stuffed  rabbit  in  comer.  "Please  dont."  Standby  to  take  audio.  Decrescendo 
voices.  Cue  soft  violin. 

Cut  to  next  scene.  Boy  crying  on  a  bed  alone.  Nightlight  flickers.  "Please,  God,"  in  between  sobs, 
"Let  me  forget."  Fade  visual  out.  Let  audio  overlap. 

"MOTHER  FUCKER  YOU  FAT  FUCK  I'LL  KILL  YOUR  FAT  ASS 

GET  THE  FUCK  OFF  ME." 

Beau  slides  off. 

"DON'T  EVER  FUCKIN  GET  ON  ME  AGAIN." 

Beau  looks  at  me  as  if  I've  gone  crazy.  I  readjust  my  shirt,  face  still  red.  The  room  is  silent. 


Chicken  Mushroom  Soup 

Beau  turns  to  David.  David  nods  and  they  both  start  walking  towards  the  door. 
"We'll  be  Kick  around  1 1." 

"FUCK  YOU." 

After  they  left,  I  glanced  at  the  clock.  9:15  p.m.  1  grabbed  .i  blanket  and  turned  back  into 
the  couch,  burying  my  head  inside  it. 


When  1  woke  up,  David  and  Beau  were  packing.  They  both  moved  in  silence.  1  >at  up  and 

looked  ar  both  of  them.   They  both  looked  back  at  me. 

After  a  few  minutes  Beau  spoke.  He  told  me  David  had  decided  that  he  should  break  up 
with  April. 

David  nodded. 

I  looked  at  the  sink  and  nodded  my  head  without  saying  anything. 

Beau  then  said  they  were  leaving  to  go  to  New  Orleans  for  the  Thanksgiving  break   1  )avid 
would  ride  with  him.  They  would  go  to  Bourbon  Street. 

I  was  still  looking  at  the  sink. 

Beau  asked  if  I  wanted  to  come  along. 

I  diook  my  head  sideways  without  breaking  my  stare. 

He  told  me  they  would  be  going  to  Lake  Charles  on  Wednesday,  and  that  the\  would  give 
me  a  call  then. 

I  muttered  okay. 

"I'm  sony,"  he  said. 

My  eyes  hurt  from  looking  at  the  porcelain.  "1  hope  you  never  have  to  understand  that, 
Beau." 

Roll  tape  two.  Burning  .sunlight.  Tilt  camera  down.  Lady  holding  a  young  child.  "You  can  do 
anything  you  want  to,  Glenn."  Zoom  in  on  face.  "The  world  is  yours. "  There's  a  tear  in  the 
mother's  eye.  Shoot  angle,  three.  She  bounces  the  laughing  boy  on  her  knee.  "Let's  go  get  some  ice 
cream."  Tilt  camera  hack  into  sunlight. 
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Weeds  of  Grass:  Phillip  Brooks 


A  Poison  Tree 


My  enemy  lay  Mill  under  the  shadow  of  its  branches. 

A  sinful  happiness  tilled  my  heart  nut  I  could  not  take  any  chances. 

I  beni  lower  to  take  a  Look,  closer  to  his  head. 

I  fell  no  breath  and  so  was  sure  that  he  was  truly  dead. 

Then  I  looked  up  .u  the  beauty,  the  one  that  grew  from  me. 
The  poisoned  blood  of  my  heart  heats  here  within  this  tree. 
It  blossomed  from  the  anger  that  1  felt  tor  my  fallen  foe, 
who  lay  here  pale  and  gray  beside  its  rooted  toe. 

At  start  I  tried  to  hold  it  back,  but  the  anger  grew  and  grew, 
And  as  u  began  to  consume  my  world,  the  tree  consumed  it  too. 
Then  my  foe  stole  the  fruit  that  hung  delicately  from  its  limb. 
The  fool  could  not  have  seen  that  this  taste  would  sound  his  requiem. 

My  eyes  began  to  hlur  and  my  head  reeled  in  pain. 

My  poisoned  heart  gained  compassion  and  pushed  aside  disdain. 

The  realization  astonished  me,  but  it  came  too  late. 

As  the  poison  consumed  my  soul,  1  understood  my  fate. 

A  dark  shadow  fell  over  my  lovely  poison  tree. 

As  the  hitter  fruit  that  poisoned  him  had  also  poisoned  me. 


Headier  M.  Smuh 


Cypress  Knees 


Smacking  waves 

and  salt  spra\ 
have  washed  away 
a  StOUt  express  legion. 

Even  the  heartwood 

handle  wears  to  tit 
the  palm  of  time. 

The  sun  hows 
on  .1  stage  of 
slimy 
stubble-stumps. 


Malcolm  II   YilLirruha  III 


My  throbbing  scarlet  chamber  is 

full  as  a  flask 

Engorged  with  the  ways  of  you 

And  as  temerarious  as  this  thing  may  seem 

I  still  want  it 

I  still  need  you 

I'm  still  in  for  whatever  may  come 


My  vivacity  astounds  me — 

Everyone's  distressed, 

discouraging  me 

Saying,  You  are  Ophelia. 

His  words  are  white  hot  and  hollow. 

But  I'm  as  alive  in  my  decision 

As  I'll  ever  be 

And  my  subordination  to  you 

Is  sempiternal. 

Ashley  Pierce 


A  Dying  Race 


The  air  is  stale  and  full  of  pain, 

The  earth  is  like  a  dying  race, 

Fading  away  piece  by  piece. 

The  waters  are  dark  and  full  of  sorrow, 

The  fires  are  but  a  mere  flicker  of  light, 

Fading  away  ash  by  ash. 

I  am  the  air  and  the  earth, 

I  am  the  waters  and  the  fires, 

Fading  away  in  the  darkness. 

The  sadness  in  my  soul  consumes  me 

as  another  day  passes  by. 
I  am  fading  away  piece  by  piece, 

ash  by  ash. 
I  am  part  of  a  dying  race. 


Forsaken 


All  alone 

I  sit  in  darkness 

The  memories 

Are  forever  haunting 

Lost  loves 

I  will  always  remember 

Bring  new  pain 

The  sadness 

Dwells  within  me 

My  tears 

Are  silent  to  thee 

Could  you  not  hear  me  crying!  ? 

Could  you  not  feel  my  pain!  ? 

But  still  you  have  forsaken  me 

And  left  me  to  die  alone. 

Jessica  King 


Jessica  King 
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Growth 

I  was  gypped — 

Cheated 

Out  of  a  wonderful  experience. 

I  was  angry 

And  wanted  to  fight. 

But  now  I'm  older 

And  wiser. 

I  know  what  to  watch  for 

And  I  know  to  be  wary  of  lies. 

I've  moved  on 

To  bigger  and  better  things  now 

And  learned  from  this  experience. 

I'm  still  angry, 

But  at  the  same  time, 

Thankful. 


Hollie  Townsend 


Paperclips  and  W2forms 


all  I  know  about  war  I've  seen  on  t.v.  or  read  in  Time  magazine 

.pictures  of  Vietnamese  girls  running  naked  and  screaming  napalm  burning  flesh 

America, 

the  feeble  grandfather  drunk  on  nuclear  power,  preaching  lapdogs 

moderation  or  he'll  stop  sending  welfare  checks. 

Bush, 

the  hogtied  cowboy,  in  fetal  position  strung  out  below  a  Texas  pasture 

where  cows  lactate  pus  ,m<.\  steroids  ooze  from  swollen  udders. 

my  brother  is  17  and  will  go  to  war  if  the  draft  is  reinstated 

Democrat  senators  pushing  those  bills,  but  all  the  newspapers  said  it  was  political 

.who's  got  the  bigger  bomb.' 

Venezuelan  fists  pump  the  air  jeering  for  a  new  dictator  righteous  power  axis  of  evil 
AIDS  two  squirrels  chasing  each  other  up  a  radiated  oak. 

INS  thugs  fight  the  Rio  Grande's  olive-skinned  current  and  recite  "Our  father's"  while 
pouring  Dasani  on  phantom  limbs  under  Atlanta's  burning  skyline  new  year's  eve  2003 

, cheap  methadone  swallowed  under  glaring 
blue  lights — tomorrow's  wretched  of  the  earth 

even  Syria  voted  against  its  own  to  keep  ties  with  the  superpower 

.who's  got  the  longer  bomb? 


Buddha  is  crying  on  the  cracked  steps  of  rainforest  temples 

.everywhere  gassed  theaters  of  war  and  Christ  and  blood  and  sainthood 


the  UN  will  cower  and  Baghdad  will  burn,  Al  Qaeda  cells  hope  in  London,  Moscow,  Jerusa- 
lem, Natchitoches  and  I  read  them  religiously  starving 
economy  and  downturn  spirituality  sound  good 

rigs  that  crawl  across  MO  haul  body  bags  to  hollow  corpses,  skeletons  of  buildings 

.iron  fingers  poke  through  the  smoke-clouds  and  choke 
words  like  emaciated  and  cardboard  box  take  on  new  meaning  when  you  wear  them 

words  like  dividend  tax  and  corruption  make  good  political  poems 
and  republican  and  oil  and  vengeance  too 

fuel  lines  ignite  in  a  spectacular  fourth  of  July  celebration  racing  from  city  to  city,  a  cosmic 
neon  smut  grid  with  Dallas  and  I  louston  Zhuge  breasts 
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,erect  nipples  pointing  skyward  like  ICBM's  and  the  moan  of  fog  planes 
passing  over  Tel- Aviv  spraying  god  and  greed  and  pre-emptive  action 

,pink  labia  spread  eagle  for  North  Korean  warheads,  a  new  cold  war 
child  clinging  to  mother's  busted  kneecaps  through  her  bleeding  burka  as 
missiles  fly  like  doves  overhead 

,the  afterglow  of  nuclear  war,  botulism  —  the  post-coitus  sigh  where  two  lovers 
spoon  and  nibble  each  other's  throats 

, clawing  at  anthrax  and  bubbling  skin,  backed  up  pentagon  toilets  smell  like 
Mexico  City  in  the  huddled  confusion  of  holy  war 

America, 

this  is  the  21st  century  crusades  and 

Disney  already  screened  the  previews  in  new  york  and  d.c. 

glenn  ward 


The  Avenger 


I  wish  I  could  ride,  but  not  just  any  ride. 

A  black  and  chrome  thunder  maker,  with  red 

1  leadlights  kinda  ride. 

A  turning  up  the  radio  and  lighting  a  smoke 

Kinda  ride. 

Trees  would  sway  as  1  came  howling  from  the 
Last.  1  would  open  it  up  to  eighty-five,  here 
Comes  the  beast ! 

Leaving  tire  in  my  tracks,  kids  would  sing  along 
Shouting  at  the  top  of  their  lungs  lyrics  to  a 
Motorhead  song. 

I'd  unbuckle  my  seatbelt  and  open  my  flask. 
I'd  crush  every  S.U.V  and  cop's  t.it  ass. 
I'd  brake  tor  children,  little  dogs  and  cats. 
Hey,  there  goes  the  flag  as  Bush  goes  splat ! 
I  guess  he  deserves  it,  the  lying, 
Oil-humping  rat. 

I'd  climb  all  the  hills  laughing  with  Joy. 
She'd  smile  back  at  me  and  love  my  new  toy. 
From  the  driver's  seat,  I'd  sil  and  I'd  stare, 
As  we  watched  yuppies  choke  on  their  Wal- 
Mart  shares. 

I'd  crank  up  the  volume  as  I  cranked  more 

Speed,  we  would  he  at  ninety-five  with 

Legalized  weed. 

She'd  have  whiskey  and  1  would  have  lots  ot 

Beer,  while  we  laughed  at  slum-lords  who 

Writhed  with  tear. 

lust  cleaned  the  windshield  and  here  comes 

Another  bug. 

HA,  HA,  MTV  squished  like  a  bug. 

I'd  crash  through  banks  rabid  tor  point  bonus, 

I'd  take  all  the  mone\  and  give  it  to 

The  homeless. 

I'd  drive  across  the  country  and  race  through 

Thin  air,  and  laugh  with  the  elderly,  the) 

Now  have  health  care.    


And  with  both  middle  fingers,  I'd  give  a  salute 

"Proud  to  be  American.' 

Let's  give  immigrants  the  boot!" 

Then,  I'd  wake  up  to  a  dreaded  thought, 
That  it  1  did  this,  I  would  get  caught. 
Any  primate  can  drive  a  car. 
Any  drunken  asshole  cm  go  tar. 
Drunk  on  power  from  behind  the  wheel, 
Ot  telling  lies,  lies,  lies  tor  more 
Money-making  deals. 

A  faction  ot  religious  tasusts  .macks  the  land. 
Capitalizing  on  vengeance, 

Uncle  Sam  gets  his  man. 


Instead  ot  asking  questions  or 

Trying  to  understand, 

The  drunk  driver  leers  and  kuks  up  sand. 

As  the  dust  settled  the  smell  ot 

Death  hovered  over  Iraq, 

Its  gritty  desert  teeth  shone  as  tar  as  Iran. 

While  visions  ot  Vietnam  replayed  in  his  head. 

With  <i  twinkle  in  his  eye  and 

The  flag  in  its  heart, 

Murder  drove  away  in  its  S.S.  go-cart. 

"(  bme  one,  come  all.  We  have  to  keep  up  the 

Fight.  In  order  tor  peace,  we  all  have  to  die! 
To  all  the  illiterate  with  hungry  blight, 
Merr\  (  Ihristmas  to  all  and 
To  all  a  Goodnight!" 
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Verloren 


I  am  like  you 

Once  normal  too, 

Carefree,  knowing  right  from  wrong 

Until  I  heard  war's  trumpet  song. 

For  me  night  overtook  the  day, 

Black  and  white  blended  into  gray. 

Hate  and  fury, 

Silenced  my  life's  quiet,  peaceful  day. 
The  road  I  now  travel 
Is  foreign  unto  almost  all 
Filled  with  horror  and  marvel 
To  those  trapped  by  its  pitfall. 

All  is  gone  and  done, 

Lost  upon  the  paralysis  road  traveled. 

No  one  has  won, 

There  are  only  slain  left  rotting  in  the  sun, 

And  those  left  alive. 

Life  now  becomes  a  never  ending  strive 

To  regain  lost  innocence 

That  was  lost  in  wars,  chaos,  and  nonsense. 

].  E.  Hamilton 
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Lost  in  a  crowd,  a  blur  of  faceless  people. 

I  search  for  an  opening,  a  way  of  escape. 

I  look  around.  No  familiar  voices;  no  helpful  hand. 

They  are  all  too  absorbed  in  their  own  lives  to  give  a  damn  about  me. 

I  am  lost  and  forgotten  in  the  midst  of  the  forsaken. 

There  is  no  ray  of  hope  shining  down  on  me  from  above. 

I  shall  soon  be  swept  away,  like  sand  in  the  tide,  in  this  sea  of  despair  and  desperation. 

No  one  is  worried  or  out  looking  out  for  me;  my  fear  has  been  confirmed. 

I  will  not  be  remembered;  I  am  already  forgotten. 

No  great  achievements  or  accomplishments;  no  great  inventions  or  discoveries. 

The  crowd  is  closing  in;  it  won't  be  long  now. 

Thought  I  knew  this  was  coming,  I  can't  help  but  be  afraid. 

Closer  and  closer  they  come,  pushing  in  all  directions. 

My  time  is  running  out,  they  are  almost  upon  me. 

Here  it  comes.... yes.  I  have  been  swallowed. 

Just  another  mindless  puppet  in  a  faceless  crowd. 


Rebecca  Lee 


The  Face:  phimp  Bmoia 


What  is  on 
the  end  of 
your  fork? 
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Kyle  A.  Carter 


Let  us  play  a  game  of  pretend  right  now.  Imagine  that  it  is  the  late  1950's  and  you  are 
William  Burroughs.  You  are  returning  from  London  to  Tangier,  Morocco,  after  spending  a 
few  years  under  drug  addiction  treatment.  In  Tangier  waits  a  small  living  quarter  that  was 
once  the  home  of  a  "junky."  This  place  seems  so  distant  now  like  a  place  from  an  ancient 
memory.  Step  up  to  the  door.  Go  ahead,  open  it;  do  not  be  afraid.  The  door  slowly  reveals 
the  smell  of  filth.  Garbage  is  piled  all  the  way  up  to  the  ceiling,  the  room  reeks  of  human 
body  odor  and  waste  as  well  as  rotting  food,  and  no  item  in  the  small  apartment  looks  as  if  it 
had  any  other  use  than  to  take  up  space.  Scattered  across  the  floor  of  the  main  living  room 
are  sheets  of  yellow  paper  with  writing  on  them.  Read  them.  Quickly  these  pages  begin  to 
take  on  some  kind  of  shape  and  relation  to  one  another.  In  the  end,  you  discover  that  these 
pages  are  portions  of  a  book. 

This  was  the  scene  placed  before  William  S.  Burroughs  in  the  late  1950's.  He  had  come  to 
discover  that  at  the  end  of  his  15  years  of  being  addicted  to  "junk  (generic  term  for  opium 
and/or  derivatives  including  all  synthetics  from  Demerol  to  Palfium)"  (Burroughs  35-36)  that 
he  had  somehow  or  another  written  his  most  acclaimed  novel,  Naked  Lunch.  This  novel  was 
a  second  attempt  by  Burroughs  to  follow  his  dream  of  being  a  writer  and  some  how  develop  a 
style  of  his  own.  His  first  novel,  junky,  written  under  the  pen  name  of  William  Lee,  who  was 
also  the  main  character,  was  not  looked  upon  highly.  In  fact,  the  only  reason  it  was  ever 
considered  to  be  published  is  because  it  was  published  along  side  a  reprint  of  Maurice 
Helbrant's  Narcotics  Agent  (Lewis  7). 

Burroughs's  path  down  drug  addiction  was  an  accumulation  of  events  both  good  and  bad. 
He  started  his  drug  use  in  New  York  with  Jack  Kerouac  and  Allen  Ginsberg,  and  he  contin- 
ued due  to  his  repressed  homosexual  feelings,  his  accidental  shooting  of  his  wife  and  rejec- 
tion of  early  works  by  both  critics  and  publishers.  Burroughs  gave  two  reasons  for  his  use  of 
drugs,  which  are  as  follows:  "deconditioning  and  expansion  of  consciousness"  (Skerl  12).  In 
using  drugs,  Burroughs  "first. .  .could  strip  [himself]  of  the  past,  social  constraints,  and  the  ego 
formed  by  those  influences"  (Skerl  12)  and  "second,  exploration  of  consciousness  through 
drug-induced  states  could  give  new  insights  into  mind  and  reality  and  produce  new  literary 
forms"  (Skerl  12)  to  aid  his  writing.  Burroughs  once  said,  "drugs  may  be  useful  for  opening  up 
psychic  areas  to  be  written  about  afterwards"  (Skerl  13). 

His  confirmation  of  this  is  the  novel  Naked  Lunch.  Burroughs  wrote  the  whole  of  this  novel 
during  periods  of  use,  withdrawal,  and  finally  his  curing  from 
addiction  to  "junk."  In  Naked  LunchL  "Burroughs  investigates  the 
methods  that  people  in  positions  of  power  or  dependency  use  to 
influence  others  through  the  exertion  of  psychological,  social, 
political,  and  sexual  pressures"  (Lewis).  He  does  this  through 
vulgar  descriptions  of  murder,  drug  use,  and  homosexual  acts. 
Because  of  the  multiple  vulgar  acts  that  take  place  throughout 
the  novel,  critics  who  could  only  see  the  immoral  acts  and  not 
the  message  Burroughs  was  trying  to  say  quickly  attacked  it.  The 
message  Burroughs  tries  to  get  across  comes  from  the  meaning  of 
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What  is  on  the  end  of  your  fork? 

the  title  Naked  Lunch.  The  meaning  of  the  title  is  thai  "frozen  momeni  when  everyone  s* 
what  is  on  the  end  of  every  fork"  (Burroughs  $5). 

The  tirM  major  reason  thai  Naked  Lunch  is  a  novel  ol  great  importance  is  the  style  in  which 
Burroughs  wrote  the  hook.  During  much  ol  his  early  career,  Burroughs  battled  with  using  the 
typical  novel  form  to  write  .1  book  (Lewis).  Through  tins  struggle  Burroughs  developed  a 
form  ot  novel  writing  th.it  he  calls  "routines."  These  "routines"  can  be  besi  defined  .is  "self- 
contained  set  pieces  thai  t.ike  various  forms,  including  monologues,  essays,  passages  oi 
chaotic  imagery,  and  narrative  fragments"  (( lontemporary  Literary  Criticism).  These  "rou- 
tines" are  very  evident  throughout  the  whole  ol  Naked  Lunch  as  Burroughs  jumps  from 
narcotic  cops  trying  to  make  a  bust,  to  the  science  fiction  world  of  Dr.  Benway,  to  the  movie 
party  tor  the  Great  Slashtubitch.  In  reading  the  novel,  one  wonders  how  such  subjects  can  be 
related.  In  a  sense,  the  items  do  not  relate;  that  is  why  the  novel  is  a  look  into  the  world  ot 
addiction.  The  progression  ot  the  hook  is  as  jumpy,  fragmented,  and  unrelated  as  the  mind  ot 
the  author  during  its  writing.  The  had  grammar,  misspelled  words,  jumps  from  one  train  ot 
thought  to  another,  the  bizarre  names  ot  characters,  the  lack  ot  tact,  etc.  allow  the  reader 
into  the  world  ot  a  mind  that  lias  lost  touch  with  reality.  In  looking  at  the  novel  in  this 
sense,  one  sees  that  the  unrelated  topics  placed  forth  become  very  much  related.  Because  ot 
the  unrelated  thought  patterns  brought  about  by  Burroughs's  use  ot  "junk,"  the  novel  itself 
took  011  unrelated  topics  tor  its  progression. 

The  big  trouble  with  Burroughs  is  not  his  style  hut  his  content.  "Most  ot  the  critic  ism 
directed  at  Naked  Lunch  by  literary  critics  and  legal  authorities  has  focused  on  Burroughs's 
graphic  presentation  of  coarse  physical  detail  and  his  apparent  lack  ot  a  clear  moral  base  in 
his  portrayal  ot  deviant  social  acti\  ities"  (Lewis).  These  problems  with  his  content  led 
Burroughs  into  three  years  ot  court  battles  with  state  supreme  courts  in  Massachusetts  and 
California  over  the  rights  of  Naked  Lunch's  1962  American  publication.  Despite  the  novel's 
use  ot  "graphic  descriptions  of  druLi  injections,  casual  murders,  and  sadomasochistic  homo- 
sexual acts"  (Contemporary  Literary  ( Criticism)  many  other  writers  and  critics  of  the  time 
praised  the  hook  "as  an  experimental  masterpiece  notable  tor  its  radical  break  with  tradi- 
tional narrative  style  <md  language"  (Contemporary  Literary  Criticism).  Burroughs  even  goi 
men  like  Allen  Cunsherg  and  Norman  Mailer  to  testify  in  defense  ot  Naked  Lunch.  As  well, 
writers  like  Mars  McCarthy  wrote  letters  in  review  arid  praise  ot  Naked  Lunch  to  various 
newspapers  worldwide  (Lewis).  Actually,  it  was  Mary  McCarthy's  "review  that  had  the  most 
impact  in  beginning  to  establish  [Nalcetl  Lunch] 's  reputation"  (Lewis). 

In  the  end,  Burroughs  won  the  court  battles  against  Naked  Lunch,  and  he  was  allowed  to 


leave  the  novel  uncensored.  Later,  in  defense  of  the  novel,  Burroughs  added  an  introduction 
that  was  not  in  the  original  1962  version  of  the  novel.  In  this  introduction,  Burroughs 
explains  why  the  novel  is  the  way  it  is.  He  says,  "the  junk  virus  is  public  health  problem 
number  one  of  the  world  today"  (41 ).  Burroughs  continues  to  say  "since  Naked  Lunch  treats 
this  health  problem,  it  is  necessarily  brutal,  obscene,  and  disgusting"  (41).  "Junk"  is  a  sick- 
ness to  Burroughs,  and  he  treats  it  like  any  other  sickness.  Burroughs  also  goes  on  to  try  and 
defend  some  of  the  overly  sexual  acts  described  in  the  novel.  He  says  that  the  sexual  scenes 
"were  written  as  a  tract  against  capital  punishment  in  the  manner  of  Jonathan  Swift's  Modest 
Proposal"  (41  )•  He  goes  on  to  say  that  capital  punishment  is  an  "obscene,  barbaric,  and 
disgusting  anachronism"  (41).  In  using  sex  to  attack  capital  punishment,  Burroughs  had  to 
make  sex  just  as  "obscene,  barbaric,  and  disgusting"  (Burroughs  41)  an  act  as  the  death 
penalty. 

Naked  Lunch  is  not  a  novel  of  ideas.  Burroughs  is  not  trying  to  get  the  reader  to  realize 
something  about  society.  He  is  not  trying  to  change  the  way  people  look  at  something. 
Burroughs  is  trying  to  get  people  to  "see  what  is  on  the  end  of  that  long  newspaper  spoon" 
(Burroughs  42).  That  is  why  Naked  Lunch  is  the  way  it  is.  The  novel  is  not  some  tip-of-the- 
tongue  discovery.  It  is  not  Burroughs  pointing  out  to  us  some  corruption  in  society.  Naked 
Lunch  is  an  awakening.  It  is  an  opening  up  of  the  eyes  of  society  to  see  what  is  really  there  in 
front  of  them.  The  novel  is  not  about  sex,  violence,  and  drugs;  it  is  about  seeing  what  society 
is  doing  to  itself.  Burroughs  is  grabbing  us  and  shaking  us  out  of  our  sedated  state.  He  is 
calling  for  society  to  clean  themselves  from  the  "junk"  pumped  in  by  the  hypocrisies  the 
world  makes,  such  as  countries  using  capital  punishment  as  a  form  of  correction.  So  next 
time  you  open  your  mouth,  stop  and  think  for  a  moment:  what  is  on  the  end  of  your  fork? 
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Twelve  Goodbyes 


I  have  been  sitting  here  tor  hours;  I've  been  sitting  here  my 

Sitting,  staring,  smoking,  choking,  choking  on  words, 

Words  that  have  no  meaning  but  assure  them  that  I  am  still  al 

I  have  thought  about  it  in  dreams  at  night,  I  would. 

To  ravish  the  sights  and  stare  deep  down  into  that  old  well, 

Hoping  tor  an  easy  way  out,  perhaps  something  in  red. 

Now  I  see  the  great  conspiracy! 

Time  to  put  on  my  anger  face! 

I  am  going  to  go  out  and  spend,  spend,  spin 

Until  everything  is  thrown  up  and  away 

The  whispers  are  greater  when  ignored  and  laughter  oozes  from  their  eyes. 
They  cling  to  admiration  and  loath  charity. 
Le  black  spot  in  the  white  pool  is  leaving  tonight  and  no  you  are  not  my  luggage. 

I'll  take  my  things  so  dear — time,  empathy,  energy  and  beer. 
*S  not  forget  the  smokes! 
n,  yeah,  it  burns  in  the  pit  of  my  gullet  and  brain. 
Poor,  poor,  rats!  I  don't  understand. 
All  I  needed  was  a  ride 
All  I  needed  was  a  ride 
To  confide... 


uck  my  sore  thumb  in  mid-morning  and  they  picked  me  up. 
dirty  boots  still  stink  their  floor  mats. 
liled  in  the  rearview  and  reclined  my  chair 
?y  stopped. 

road  home  is  twice  sweeter  when  walked  alone  facing  bitter  winds  and  fat  rain, 
.n  that  drops  from  tree  branches  are  much  fatter  than  rain  that  dangles  from  cords 
o  goodbye  goodtime  friends,  goodtime  friends. 


JTjJiSmi  ifirvly.itj 


xlbye  couch  dreams  and  dusty  guitars  with  h 

xlbye  sex  crazed  monkeys  looking  tor  a  place  to  cry,  a  place  to  shit,  a  place  to  fuck. 

Ibye  men  and  women  of  redneck  bars  and  backwood  pool  games  where  Shall  wins. 

Ibye  music  lovers,  the  black  satin  blanket  of  social  southern  comfort  is  back  in  town. 

dbye  porch  demons  that  sit  and  plot  against  themselves  and  kill  themselves  and  waste 

iey  and  time. 


(.  Soodbye  i>>  waking  at  6  a.m.  to  find  that  you  weren't  sleeping  at  all,  just  listening  to  the 
Sweet,  nauseous  rhythm  of  giggles  and  moans. 

Goodbye  goodtime  friends,  catch  ya  at  the  other  end  of  town  where  races  are  races,  the 
Money  is  less  satisfying  and  you  keep  your  head  by  not  losing  your  mind. 


Goodbye  late  night  debates  about  love  and  fucking. 
Goodbye  newly  cloned  psychotic  bonds — I'll  take  the  enterprise. 
Goodbye  peer,  you  meant  nothing  to  me. 
Goodbye  explanations  and  consequence. 

Have  fun  in  Vegas 

I  got  a  survival  pack  with  toothbrush  and  smokes. 
;ot  my  stinky  old  chucks  and  50  bucks. 
Mama,  I  love  you. 

Thomas  Parrie 

t     'it         as       ,-i*  <«     - 
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ten  ham  sandwiches  wrapped 
5  in  tinfoil  to  keep  them  cold, 
\  water  bottle 


Zippo,  lighter  fluid 

lpack  of  camels 

with  3cigarettes  missing 


ID,  80dollars  stuffed 
down  my  left  sock — 
sweaty  bills  folded  in  half 

duffel  bag 

blue  canvas  bulging, 

micro-cassette  tapes  in  the  pockets 

just  finished  tying  the  straps, 
beat-up  paperback  dreams — 
my  rucksack  revolution  at  the  door 

and  he  watched  me 

sling  the  pack  over  my  shoulder 

like  a  soldier  preparing  for  war 


fingers  trembled,  baritone  bn 
"I  hope  you  don't  need  this, 
but  I  have  to  give  it  to  you  an , 


O 


off-white  long  Johns  and  3pair  socks 
yellow  raincoat — 
spider  webs  in  the  armpits 


I  had 

4  inch  pocketknife 

'Conoco'  engraved  in  the  blade 


tennis  shoes, 

road  atlas  and  journal, 

4black  pens 


stomach  knot  run  up  my  throat 

choke — 

but  an  open  road  to  conquer 


standing  at  his  grave 


t  is  January  in  .1 
Inceless  cemetery. 
^e  lover's  last  kiss 
ks  rhe 

imaginary  gate. 

the  sun  sets  in  the 

west  and  swims 

all  night  to 

worship  the  east. 

fabricated  spells  cast 

into  a  cauldron 

ot  sorrow. 

memories  ferment. 

her  stomach 

fills  with 

a  cheap  buzz. 

words  fall  and 

leo's  strength 

disintegrates. 

dawn  returns 

with  another 

bottle  o\ 

red  wine  and 

yets  drunk. 

.1  seven  minute 

sunrise  spasm 

of  the  heart. 

his  arching  memory 

historic izes  her  craving  for 

toadstools  and  Isd. 

the  living 

plot  against  a 

morning  hu:_ 

she  tights  the 

wind  with  both 

hands,  and  the 

tire  grows. 

silence  sinks  into 

the  fresh  dirt  o\ 

an  old  lover's 

new  grave. 


I    »     .  •  - 
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Amarillo 


They  mailed  me  a  map, 
one  that  looked  like 
a  mall  directory. 
The  drive  only  took 
halt  a  day. 

And  I  only  stayed  for 
half  an  hour. 

Your  name  was  misspelled  and  misplaced 

etched  on  a  small  gray  stone 

next  to  your  new  wife's. 

People  lied,  you  know, 

About  when  you  died. 

What  did  God  do  with 

my  prayer  for  healing 

a  day  late? 

Maybe  it  transferred  to 

someone  else's  account. 

You  didn't  rise  like  Lazarus, 
stinking  and  claustrophobic. 
I  wanted  to  see  you  dead,  Daddy, 
But  I  wasn't  old  enough  to  drive, 
And  I  didn't  cry. 
I  thought  I'd  just  leave  you 
.in  Amarillo, 
so  I  did. 

It  is  a  dead  town, 
but  not  as  dead  as  heaven. 


To  Everything  There  is  a  Season: 


At  one  time  or  another  in  even,-  person's  life,  he  or  she  will  have  to  go  through  some  type  of 
trial  or  tribulation.  The  trial  that  came  into  my  life  appeared  earlier  than  most  people  might 
expect.  I  was  only  ten  years  old,  and  my  life  as  I  knew  it  began  to  fall  apart  before  my  very  eyes.  I 
was  young,  hut  I  fully  understood  the  concept  of  death  and  the  consequences  that  came  alone 
with  it.  After  my  father  died,  it  seemed  as  though  my  life  would  he  over  at  that  moment,  hut  in 
.ill  actuality,  our  tribulation  only  brought  my  family  and  me  closer  together.  Even  though  it 
seemed  that  I  would  never  smile  again,  as  time  passed,  I  began  to  understand  that  all  things 
happen  for  a  reason  and  that  things  always  have  a  way  of  working  themselves  out 

The  evening  of  September  21,  1994,  was  just  the  beginning  o{  the  rest  of  my  life.  My  unc  le 
brought  my  dad  to  my  house  because  he  did  not  think  it  was  a  good  idea  for  him  to  be  alone  in  his 
condition.  We  all  knew  that  my  dad  had  bone  cancer  and  was  in  the  final  stages  of  his  illness,  but 
we  did  not  know  exactly  how  close  he  was  to  death.  We  helped  him  into  the  house  and  sat  him 
down  on  the  sofa.  He  looked  so  frail  and  sickly  that  the  sight  of  him  made  me  want  to  cry. 
Throughout  the  night,  he  was  so  humble  that  I  could  not  help  but  feel  that  his  death  was  very 
near.  During  the  night,  my  dad  did  things  that  were  strange  for  a  man  of  his  stature.  It  was  so 
unlike  my  dad  to  ask  for  forgiveness  from  us,  yet  he  felt  the  need  to  apologize  for  anything  that  he 
may  have  done  in  the  past  to  hurt  us.  Not  only  did  he  give  us  a  much-needed  apology,  he  also 
asked  me  to  read  him  the  Bible.  After  surveying  my  surroundings,  I  could  only  think  of  one 
appropriate  scripture  to  read  to  him:  Ecclesiastes  3:1-8.  That  night  I  went  to  bed  with  one  of  the 
strangest  feelings  that  I  had  ever  experienced.  It  chilled  me  down  to  the  bone,  and  I  did  not 
understand  what  was  happening.  I  could  not  put  my  finger  on  why  1  was  feeling  that  way,  but  it 
was  a  school  night,  and  1  had  no  time  to  ponder  on  the  things  I  could  not  change. 

The  next  morning  as  I  got  ready  for  school,  I  still  could  not  shake  the  feeling  that  something 
was  terribly  wrong.  I  was  feeling  chills  up  my  spine  constantly,  but  I  went  along  with  my  morning 
routine  as  usual.  As  I  passed  through  the  living  room  on  my  way  to  the  kitchen,  1  saw  my  dad 
sitting  on  the  sofa.  As  we  said  our  good  mornings,  he  asked  me  to  make  him  a  cup  of coffee.  I  did 
as  any  obedient  child  would  do  and  ran  into  the  kitchen  to  start  the  task  at  hand.  While  I  sat 
inhaling  the  aroma  of  the  freshly  brewing  coffee,  tears  started  to  roll  from  my  eyes,  but  1  could  not 
fathom  .i  reason  for  my  sudden  burst  of  emotion.  After  1  composed  myself  and  poured  the  hot, 
steaming  coffee  into  a  cup,  I  went  back  into  the  living  room  to  give  it  to  nn  dad.  I  stood  there  for 
what  seemed  like  hours  but  in  all  actuality,  was  only  a  few  minutes,  staring  at  the  sleeping  frame 
on  the  sofa.  1  quietly  placed  the  hot  cup  on  the  table  and  whispered,  "I  love  you,  Daddy"  into  his 
ear  before  I  headed  otf  to  school.  If  1  had  known  then  that  that  was  the  last  time  1  would  get  a 
chance  to  talk  to  him,  I  do  not  think  that  I  could  have  thought  of  anything  better  to  say. 

That  day  of  school  went  by  so  fast  that  I  barely  remember  it  happening  at  all.  As  1  sat  in  the  tall 
sun  with  the  gentle  breeze  blowing  across  my  fat.  e,  I  fell  a  feeling  ot  extreme  peace  come  over  me. 
The  sun  was  shining;  the  birds  were  chirping,  and  the  buzz  of  school  kids  was  all  around  me.  I  \\.^\ 
Hist  sat  down  to  eat  the  lunch  that  mv  mom  had  packed  for  me,  but  before  I  could  bite  into  m\ 


o 
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Samantha  Maxie 


ham  and  cheese  sandwich,  my  lunch  was  interrupted  by  an  announcement  for  me  to  go  to  the 
office  to  check  out.  I  suddenly  felt  dizzy,  as  if  the  world  was  beginning  to  spin  off  its  axis.  I 
gathered  my  things  and  ran  to  the  office  like  a  mad  woman,  even  though  I  did  not  know  exactly 
why  I  was  running.  I  went  to  my  locker  and  grabbed  my  backpack  before  continuing  my  dash  to 
the  office.  When  I  opened  the  door  to  the  main  office,  I  could  immediately  tell  that  something 
was  wrong.  My  mom,  her  best  friend,  and  my  sister  were  all  standing  in  the  office  with  looks  on 
their  faces  that  were  self-explanatory.  I  took  the  hint,  and  joined  in  with  a  somber  look  of  my 
own.  As  we  walked  out  to  the  car,  all  the  students  walking  by  reminded  me  of  a  funeral  proces- 
sion. They  were  all  staring  at  me  as  if  they  already  knew  what  happened,  and  no  one  wanted  to 
let  me  in  on  the  secret.  While  we  were  driving  down  the  street,  my  mom  explained  to  me  that 
when  she  went  into  the  living  room  to  wake  my  dad  for  his  doctor's  appointment  he  was  dead.  I 
only  heard  bits  and  pieces  of  what  she  was  saying  to  me  because  I  was  so  distraught.  The  only 
thing  I  could  remember  is  how  beautiful  the  day  was,  and  I  could  not  imagine  how  such  a  horrible 
thing  could  happen  on  such  a  wonderful  day.  For  the  rest  of  the  ride  home,  I  just  tried  to  enjoy  the 
crisp  autumn  air  while  I  put  my  thoughts  together. 

When  we  got  back  to  our  house,  I  began  to  realize  that  I  had  not  yet  cried.  I  did  not  know  if  it 
was  because  I  was  in  a  state  of  denial  or  the  fact  that  I  felt  that  I  already  knew  that  my  dad  was 
gone  before  I  left  for  school.  Either  way,  I  felt  the  need  to  cry,  so  I  went  to  my  room  and  did  just 
that;  I  cried  until  I  could  not  cry  any  more,  and  before  I  knew  it,  I  had  cried  myself  to  sleep.  When 
I  woke  up,  I  could  still  taste  the  saltiness  of  the  dried  tears  on  my  cheek.  I  thought  that  it  may 
have  all  been  a  dream,  but  when  I  went  into  the  living  room,  the  look  on  everyone's  face  sent  me 
back  into  the  reality  of  my  life. 

The  next  few  days  all  went  by  in  a  blur.  Before  I  knew  it,  we  were  lining  up  for  the  funeral  O 
procession.  As  I  sat  next  to  my  mom  at  the  funeral,  all  I  could  see  was  the  lifeless  frame  that  I  once 
called  father.  He  was  lying  in  the  light  blue  casket  with  his  hands  folded  over  his  chest.  As 
everyone  got  up  to  view  the  body,  my  feet  seemed  to  be  stuck  to  the  floor.  I  could  not  muster  up 
the  courage  to  get  out  of  my  seat.  My  legs  felt  like  two  blocks  of  Jell-o  waiting  to  collapse  if  I  tried 
to  stand  up.  I  watched  as  my  mom  and  sisters  huddled  around  the  casket  to  have  their  last  private 
moment  with  my  dad,  but  I  still  could  not  stand  up. 

On  our  way  to  Coushatta,  the  city  where  we  laid  my  dad  to  rest,  I  began  to  look  out  the  window 
and  once  again  noticed  how  beautiful  the  day  was.  When  I  looked  up  in  the  light  blue  sky  and 
saw  the  clouds  rolling  by,  I  felt  a  heavy  burden  being  lifted  off  my  shoulders.  I  thought  of  part  of 
the  scripture  that  I  had  read  to  my  dad  only  a  few  days  ago,  and  it  had  a  whole  new  meaning  to 
me. 

To  everything  there  is  a  season,  and  a  time  to  every  purpose  under  the  heaven.. .A  time  to  be 
born,  and  a  time  to  die;  a  time  to  weep  and  time  to  laugh,  a  time  to  mourn  and  a  time  to  dance 
(Ecclesiastes  3:  1-4). 

I  began  to  smile,  and  the  mood  in  the  family  car  was  happy  and  cheerful  once  again.  Now,  every 
time  I  see  a  sunny  day  or  feel  a  gentle  breeze,  it  reminds  me  of  the  trial  that  I  had  in  my  life,  and 
it  helps  me  to  keep  my  head  up,  even  when  it  feels  that  I  cannot  go  on.  /^^ 
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The  Company  You  Keep 


We  lived  in  Georgia  at  the  time 

where  the  moss  hung  from  the 

Trees  like  an  old  wizard's  grey  beard 

It  lay  just  beyond  our  hack  yard 

A  church  stood  lone  sentinel  over  it 

As  though  protecting  it 

Or  watching  tor  movement  in  the  grass 

Once  they  had  been  all  lined  up 

Neatly  in  columns  and  rows 

Now  they  leaned  askew 

Weeds  grew  all  around  them 

And  years  of  weather  washed  their 

Dusty  faces 

Rendering  them  almost  illegible 

1  used  to  sit  for  hours 

Either  in  the  apple  tree  that  overlooked  them 

Or  in  the  dirt  in  their  midst 

Sometimes  I  would  take  my  guitar 

And  sing  to  them 

Other  days  I  would  talk  to  them 

And  watch  as  their  shadows  grew  long 

Like  the  beards  that  hung  from  the  trees 

And  wait  for  the  night  to  fall 

1  could  return  f~^ 

To  the  cold  emptint.  I       j 

Of  home  WAU\ 


Mr.  Fisherman 


John  Keeling 


Hello  Mr.  Fisherman,  has  he  passed  this  way 

He  left  a  long  time  ago,  when  the  sky  was  dark  and  qrav 

He  is  not  a  child  but  a  boy  of  thirteen 

His  hair  is  the  darkest  brown  and  his  eyes  the  deepest  green 


—      I  don't  mean  to  bother  you;  1  just  really  have  to  know 
How  can  1  find  him  if  I  don't  know  where  to  go 
Some  great  storm  must  have  blew  him  far  into  the  sea 
Because  you  understand,  he's  supposed  to  be  with  me 

The  water  wind  sometimes  blows  a  little  bit  too  strong 

And  my  Daniel,  well,  he's  been  gone  a  little  bit  too  long 

I'm  sure  that  he'd  be  carrying  his  wooden  fishing  pole 

And  in  his  eyes  you  must  have  seen  the  missing  colors  oi  my  soul 


Mr.  Fisherman  please  do  so  try  hard  to  remember 

Without  my  love  I  shal  never  find  sweet  September 

The  pain  inside,  only  he  can  ever  heal 

And  nothing  else  exists,  only  he  is  real 


DeathleSS  Sleep:  Michael  Arcement  II 


Wise  ones  claim  he  died  that  starless  night 

Lies  I'm  sure,  please  tell  me  I'm  right 

For  without  him  I  will  see  no  tomorrow 

And  there  will  be  no  end  to  this  ever-deepening  sorrow 

Is  there  nothing  that  you  have  to  say 

and  why  do  you  look  at  me  in  that  tragic  way? 

Oh  I  see,  you  heard  and  you  believe  it  to  be  true 

Sir,  I'm  sorry,  but  they  must  have  lied  to  you 


Well  Mr.  Fisherman  I  must  be  on  my  way 
Daniel's  waiting  for  me  and  I  mustn't  stop  to  play 

Don't  be  sad,  I'm  sure  I'll  find  him  soon 
Wight's  falling  fast  and  he'll  be  singing  to  the  moon 

Casie  Renee  Bouiden  ^-n      O 


a  shattered  heart: 


Tanya  E  Ihmcll 


Walk  down  that  road  .1  few  miles.  Nevermind  the  trees,  branches,  animals,  bugs,  and 
thorns  that  ward  ofi  strangers  and  friends  alike.  There  is  sadness  on  this  road. ..every  step  of 
the  way. 

After  you  have  made  your  way  through  the  hushes,  branches,  and  thorns  you  will  find  an 
average  home  at  the  end  of  the  gravel  road.  Vines  envelop  the  house  as  a  jail  cell  holds  a 
prisoner.  Held  captive  amid  the  vines  is  a  wooden  home  built  during  the  early  1900s. 
Roaches  scurry  under  toot  as  strangers  and  friends  make  their  way  to  the  front  door. 

As  you  enter  the  old  house,  you  will  encounter  a  spacious  Living  room  with  a  fireplace 
and  vaulted  ceilings.  The  walls  were  white  at  one  time,  but  are  now  stained  yellow  from 
years  of  cigarette  smoke.  Pictures  of  a  young  mrl  fill  the  room.  The  mantel  holds  a  picture 
ot  a  little  girl  with  blonde  hair  and  big  blue  eyes.  Her  arms  and  shoulders  are  hunched  in  a 
way  that  makes  the  child  seem  shy.  Another  picture  depicts  the  same  child  posing  in  a 
garden  of  flowers  wearing  ballet  slippers  and  a  flowing  dance  costume.  The  picture  cap- 
tures her  immature  beauty. 

Plush,  green  furniture  tills  the  room.  A  tall  floor  lamp  stands  beside  the  fireplace,  and  a 
rug  that  matches  the  green  furniture  lays  crooked  on  the  floor.  Several  pillows  are  strewn 
on  the  couch.  Just  behind  the  couch  is  another  picture  of  the  same  girl,  but  she  is  a  few 
years  older  -  a  teenager  dressed  in  jeans  and  a  green  and  white  tank  top.  She  is  wearing 
makeup  in  the  picture;  the  makeup  brings  out  her  blue  eyes.  Beside  the  picture  is  .mother 
picture  of  the  same  girl  as  a  baby  wearing  a  yellow  dress.  The  same  girl  is  in  every  picture 
/-p\  in  every  corner  of  this  room. 

The  spacious  living  room  is  tidy.  The  words  of  Dickinson,  E.C.  Stanton,  and  Kate  Chopin 
till  the  shelves.  A  picture  of  a  magnolia  hangs  above  the  bookshelf.  Atop  the  bookshelf  sits 
more  pictures  of  the  same  young  girl  tearing  open  presents  during  her  seventh  Christmas. 
Looking  at  the  pictures,  you  can  almost  hear  her  laughter  as  she  tears  through  the  presents 
looking  for  the  one  thing  she  was  promised  by  the  person  who  loves  her  most. 

A  woman  of  31  sits  quietly  on  the  couch  with  a  picture  o{  the  young  girl  in  one  hand  and 
a  burning  Newport  cigarette  in  the  other  hand.  It  is  well  into  the  afternoon,  but  the  woman 
has  yet  to  dress. 

Mattie  lives  alone,  and  over  the  last  year,  she  has  fit  her  life  into  habit.  She  manages  to 
open  her  eyes  at  around  1 1:30  every  morning.  After  her  eyes  are  open,  she  manages  to  light 
her  first  of  thirty  cigarettes  tor  the  day.  Lying  in  bed,  smoking  a  cigarette,  Mattie  sadly 
realizes  that  her  period  of  dispassionate  sleep  has  escaped  her.  Her  feelings  and  thoughts 
besiege  her  mind  and  body.  Remorsefully,  Mattie  puts  her  feet  on  the  floor  below  her  bed, 
pulls  the  weight  of  her  body  oft  the  bed  and  laboriously  walks  into  the  hallway.  She  switches 
on  the  coffee  maker,  gets  the  milk  from  the  refrigerator,  sits  at  the  small  kitchen  table  and 
waits  tor  the  coffee  to  brew.  Drinking  her  cup  of  coffee,  Mattie  makes  her  way  to  the  living 
room,  sits  on  the  couch,  takes  our  the  pictures,  and  begins  her  daily  rite  of  remembering. 

C 111 1  It  creeps  into  her  being.  Mattie  cannot  understand  feeling  so  dreadful,  yet  still  being 
alive.   She  prays  for  death;  she  prays  for  a  feeling— a  thought — a  moment — anything  that 
would  take  her  away  from  this  moment.  This  moment  is  tilled  with  indescribable  pain.  She 
finds  a  picture  of  her  daughter's  first  birthday.  1  ler  (.laughter,  Danelle,  is  sitting  in  a  high 
chair  sticking  her  finger  into  the  white  cake  in  front  of  her.  Danelle  is  looking  at  the  camera 
and  smiling.  A  slight  smile  creeps  onto  the  sad  face  of  Mattie.  Remembering  always  takes 
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her  away  from  this  moment. 

"Danelle....  blow  out  the  candle!  It  is  your  birthday,  sweetie!"  Mattie  felt  pride  as  Danelle 
blew  and  spit  at  the  candle  on  top  of  her  birthday  cake.  Everyone  laughed.  It  had  already 
been  a  year.  Only  17  herself,  Mattie  took  in  every  moment  of  Danelle's  young  life. 

"Danelle,  smile  for  the  camera!"  Danelle  looked  up  as  her  Grandma  snapped  a  shot  of  her 
icing-covered  face.  Danelle  blinked  and  looked  back  at  her  Grandpa  who  was  holding  her 
on  his  lap.  She  gave  him  a  smile  and  he  kissed  her  gently  on  her  cheek.  Everyone  loved  this 
child,  but  no  one  loved  her  quite  as  much  as  Mattie. 

Nothing  meant  more  to  Mattie  than  Danelle.  Every  time  she  got  up  to  go  to  school,  she 
went  because  she  wanted  Danelle  to  have  a  better  life.  Every  time  Mattie  went  to  her  job  at 
the  local  fast  food  restaurant,  she  went  because  she  wanted  to  give  Danelle  the  best.  Mattie 
graduated  from  high  school,  got  a  job  and  attended  night  school  to  try  to  give  Danelle  the 
best  that  life  had  to  offer.  There  was  little  else  that  motivated  Mattie  more  than  Danelle. 

Mattie  feels  her  heart  swell  with  guilt.  It  is  a  familiar  feeling.  "Where  did  you  go,  my 
baby?"  She  breathes  deeply  into  the  empty  room.  There  is  a  forever  pain  that  is  felt  when 
questions  go  unanswered.  Mattie  knows  this  feeling  all  too  well. 

"Mom..."  a  familiar  voice  whispers  in  the  empty  room. 

Mattie  spins  around  trying  to  find  the  person  to  whom  the  voice  belongs.  "Danelle?  Is  that 
you,  Danelle?  Where  are  you?  I  have  been  searching  for  so  long." 

"What  are  we  going  to  do  today,  Mom?  Let's  play. .  A  want  to  play  outside!" 

"Danelle?  You  sound  different.  How  did  you  get  here?  They  said  you  were  gone.  They  said 
there  was  no  hope.  I  thought  there  was  no  hope." 

"Does  it  matter,  now?  I  am  here  now.  Let's  go  outside." 

"NO!  We  can't  go  outside.  You  might  get  lost  again.  Let's  play  inside."  Matties  eyes  are 
searching  the  room,  and  they  stop  when  they  find  the  little  girl.  She  has  changed  a  little.  A 
deep  scar  circles  the  base  of  her  neck  and  her  complexion  is  pale,  but  there  is  no  doubt  in 
Mattie's  mind  that  the  girl  who  is  standing  in  front  of  her  is  her  daughter,  Danelle. 

"O.K.  We  can  play  inside,  but  we  have  to  play  hide  and  go  seek!"  Danelle  says. 

"Danelle,  I  don't  really  like  that  game." 

"Mom,  I  have  been  gone.,  .we  are  going  to  do  what  I  want  to  do.  Find  me  if  you  can."  The  echo 
of  her  voice  drifts  through  the  room.  Mattie  begins  the  search  for  her  daughter. 

As  she  searches,  she  yells.  "Daaaannnnneeellle!  Daaaannnneeellle!  Baby,  please  come  out." 

An  echoed  giggle  escapes  from  a  room  in  the  rear  of  the  house.  Mattie  turns  quickly  in  the 
direction  of  the  giggle.  "DANELLE!"  Another  giggle  echoes  from  the  kitchen.  "DANELLE! 
STOP  THIS  PLEEEASE!" 

Danelle  teases  her  mother.  "Catch  me  if  you  can!  Look  forever,  I  am  here,"  she  sings  as  she 
moves  from  room  to  room. 

"DANELLE!  Come  out,  come  out  whereever  you  are!"  Mattie's  voice  cracks  as  she  says  the 
last  words.  Mattie  falls  to  her  knees  and  throws  her  head  into  her  hands.  With  her  face 
buried  in  her  hands,  she  weeps,  "Danelle."  Lying  on  the  floor  in  a  ball,  Mattie  whispers 
"Danelle,  Danelle,  Danelle." 

"I  am  here,  Mom.  I'm  sorry.  I  didn't  mean  to  scare  you.  I  just  wanted  to  have  some  fun." 

Mattie  looks  up,  her  face  stained  with  tears.  A  breeze  touches  her  face,  and  she  hears  the 
soft  whispers  of  her  daughter's  beautiful  voice.  "Danelle,  I  am  so  sorry  I  let  you  get  lost.  I  am 


o 

o 


so  sorry  that  he  hurt  you.  1  searched  tor  so  long,  but  there  was  nothing  to  find.  1  tried;  I 
really  tried  to  find  you." 

"It  doesn't  matter  anymore,  Mom.  /  looked  for  you,  too.  We  arc  together  now." 

Mattie  draws  her  daughter  into  her  arm-.  "Oh,  thank  God  you  arc  OK."  She  rubs 
Danelle's  head  and  kisses  her  forehead.  "You  are  so  amazing  and  so  brave."  Maine  leaves 
the  floor  and  makes  her  way  to  the  kitchen,  looking  back  to  make  sure  that  Danelle  is  -till 
sitting  there.  She  is. 

The  alarm  clock  sounds  at  7:30  a.m.  With  her  face  in  her  pillow,  Mattie  presses  the  ofl 
button  on  the  clock.  She  lies  there  somewhere  between  sleep  and  wake,  praying  that  it  was 
not  just  a  dream.  Lifting  her  head,  she  whispers  "Danelle."  No  answer.  "Danelle,"  she  say-  a 
little  louder.  No  answer.  "DANELLE!"   Still  no  answer.  She  leaps  out  ot  bed  and  scream- 
"PANNNEEELLLE!!!"  Still  no  answer.  Mattie  knows  th.u  Danelle  had  been  there.  They 
played,  they  hugged,  they  touched. 

Trying  desperately  to  find  her  -hoc,  Mattie  trips  over  the  carpet  edge.  She  hate-  to  be 
rushed,  bur  it  seems  th.it  every  day  turn-  into  a  rush.  She  knows  that  the  rushed  feeling  can 
be  attributed  to  the  1  5  more  minutes  ot  sleep  -he  desperately  needed  when  the  alarm  clock 
went  ott  this  morning.  Mattie  manages  to  drag  herself  out  ot  bed,  because  today  is  an  ex- 
tremely important  day. 

She  need-  to  be  at  the  Police  Station  no  later  than  9:00  a.m.  It  is  already  8:50  a.m.  She 
decides  against  makeup,  throws  on  some  sweats,  combs  her  hair,  and  now  -he  i-  seeking  the 
-hoe.  "Damn  it!"  Mattie  -wear-  under  her  breath.  "Today  ot  all  days!"  She  damn-  herself  tor 
taking  that  extra  fifteen  minutes. 

Finally,  Mattie  find-  her  shoe,  rushes  downstairs,  pick-  up  her  keys  and  make-  it  to  the 
door.  An  anxious  feeling  enter-  her  a-  she  turn-  the  knob  on  the  front  door.  "Claim  down, 
Mattie,"  -he  whispers,  it  ha-  been  nearly  three  week-  since  Mattie  ha-  ventured  outdoor-, 
but  today  is  extremely  important. 

As  -he  -tep-  out  onto  her  front  porch,  the  breeze  on  her  face  invigorates  her,  but  the 
invigoration  make-  her  feel  guilty.  "My  poor  baby."  Mattie  whispers,  "Bear  with  me,  dear 
Danelle."  She  gets  into  her  car,  -tart-  it  up,  and  take-  a  deep  breath.  "This  i-  my  la-t 
chance,"  -he  says  to  no  one  in  particular. 

It  take-  Mattie  nearly  fifteen  minute-  to  drive  to  the  police  station.  She  park-  her  car  near 
the  front  door  and  make-  her  way  inside.  A  woman  of  about  forty  meet-  Mattie  at  the  front 
door.  "1  low  can  1  help  you.'"  -he  a-k-  in  a  dull,  dry  voice.  Mattie  look-  the  woman  in  the  eye 
and  -a\-,  "My  daughter  ha-  returned.  I  need  to  -peak  to  Sergeant  Kilan." 

"(  'an  1  tell  him  who  you  are.'"  the  woman  a-k-  in  a  suspk  ious  tone. 

"M\  name  i-  Mattie  Sykes.  I  need  to  speak  to  Sgt.  Kilan  immediately." 

"It  i-  OK,  Sergeant  Shuv-.  I  cm  handle  this.  Ms.  Sykes,  how  are  you.'"  Sergeant  Kilan,  a 
tall,  older  man,  walk-  out  into  the  lobby.  Sergeant  Kilan  i-  about  fifty-three  year-  old.  1  le  has 
dark  hair  with  a  hint  of  grey  sprayed  throughout  it.  1  lis  voice  i-  kind,  and  hi-  demeanor  is 
professional.  Omit,  compassion  and  sadness  creep  into  hi-  being  when  he  sees  Ms.  Mattie 
S\ke-  walk  into  the  C  iardner  Police  Station. 

Mattie  looks  up  at  Sergeant  Kilan.  There  is  a  smile  on  her  face  and  tears  -tain  her  cheek-. 
rgeant  Kilan,  -he  i-  l\n.k.  You  have  to  come  with  me.  Danelle  has  come  back!" 
rgeant  Kilan  -miles  reluctantly.   "Ms.  S\ke-,  that  i-  -imply  not  possible." 

"Sergeant  Kilan,  I  held  her  la-t  night.  We  played.  I  smelled  her  and  my  God,  she  is  real. 
She  i-  -o  real.  C  omc  on,  1  will  -how  you." 
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Hope  manages  to  sneak  her  way  into  Sergeant  Kilan.  Sergeant  Kilan  allows  himself  to 
hope,  especially  for  Mattie  Sykes.  She  needs  hope,  more  than  anyone  else  he  has  ever  known,      o 
"I  will  come  with  you,  Mattie.  If  you  think  it  will  help.  I  have  to  make  a  phone  call  first." 

"I  do.  OK,  make  your  phone  call." 

Sergeant  Kilan  and  Mattie  return  to  the  house  at  the  end  of  the  road.  They  walk  up  to  the 
front  porch,  and  roaches  scurry  underfoot.  It  has  been  nearly  three  weeks  since  Sergeant 
Kilan  has  been  out  to  this  house  and  he  has  hoped  that  that  time  was  his  last  time.  But  he 
knew  better.  He  had  hoped  that  Mattie  could  find  something  to  take  away  her  sadness.  But 
he  knew  better.  Mattie  and  sadness  had  become  one. 

"Danelle!"  Mattie  cries  as  she  walks  into  the  front  door.  "Danelle,  Sergeant  Kilan  has 
come  to  visit.  He  looked  for  you,  too."  There  is  no  answer.  "DANELLE!" 

"Mattie."  Sergeant  Kilan  speaks  softly.  "It  is  OK.  Everything  is  OK." 

"SHE  IS  HERE!  OF  COURSE  YOU  DON'T  BELIEVE  ME!  WHY  WOULD  YOU!" 

"Mattie,  you  need  help.  We  are  going  to  get  you  some  help."  Sergeant  Kilan  tries  to 
comfort  her,  but  she  pulls  away. 

"I  don't  need  any  help.  I  need  my  daughter."  She  turns  abruptly  and  screams  out 
"DANNNEEELLLEEE!  DANNELLLEEE!  DAANNNEEELLLLE!"  As  she  screams,  an 
ambulance  drives  up.  Mattie  falls  to  her  knees  and  cries,  "Danelle." 

Sergeant  Kilan  looks  down  at  Mattie  Sykes;  a  tear  manages  to  escape  his  eye.  "Mattie, 
she  is  gone." 

Two  men  walk  through  the  front  door,  grab  Mattie  by  the  elbows,  and  stand  her  up. 
Sergeant  Kilan  looks  both  of  them  in  the  eye  and  says  "Gently.  Do  not  hurt  her.  Help  her." 

"Mom,  are  you  ok.  Where  are  they  taking  you?"  a  voice  comes  from  the  kitchen. 

"Danelle!  Talk  to  them!  Tell  them  you  are  here!  You  have  come  back!  TELL  THEM! 
PLEASE,  GOD,  TELL  THEM!"  Mattie  screams  in  the  direction  of  the  kitchen.  She  fights 
off  the  two  men  and  runs  toward  the  kitchen. 

Sergeant  Kilan  can  see  that  Mattie  is  talking  to  someone,  but  there  is  no  one  there. 
"Mattie,  calm  down.  We  are  going  to  help  you."  A  breeze  sweeps  across  the  face  of 
Sergeant  Kilan. 

Mattie  hugs  the  air  and  whispers,  "Danelle,  tell  them,  tell  them!"  ^ 

"I  can't,  Mom.  I  love  you,  but  I  can't." 

As  Mattie  stands  in  the  kitchen  hugging  her  daughter,  no  one  else  can  see  the  young  girl. 
Only  Mattie. 

The  two  men  wrestle  Mattie  Sykes  to  the  ground,  strap  her  arms  behind  her  back,  and 
carry  her  out  the  front  door  into  the  ambulance  that  is  waiting. 

Mattie  screams,  "DANELLE!" 

A  small  figure  can  almost  be  seen,  but  as  Sergeant  Kilan  takes  a  second  look,  the 
figure  disappears. 

Mattie  screams,  "DANELLE!" 

As  the  ambulance  drives  away,  a  young  girl  of  13  with  a  deep  gash  on  her  neck  appears. 
She  walks  through  the  front  door  yelling  for  her  mother.  She  is  familiar  and  most  people  in 
Gardner  would  know  her  as  Danelle  Sykes,  if  she  were  real. 

Walk  down  that  road  a  few  miles.  Nevermind  the  trees,  branches,  animals,  bugs,  and 
thorns  that  ward  off  strangers  and  friends  alike.  There  is  sadness  on  this  road...  every  step  of 
the  way. 


o 


Beautiful  Lovers 


Sleek  sheets  in  between  my  succulent  cheeks,  eoincidentally  I've  got  peaks  for  you  to  reach  an  J 
mission  tor  you  to  seek.  Baby  I'm  beyond  petite,  so  paint  on  your  canvas  the  shadows  that 
make  my  body  unique  and  curve  your  lips  to  the  words  that  slip  past  my  tongue  and  land  right 
on  your  suns  and  my  moons.  When  nighttime  comes  you  can  be  my  fork  and  I'll  be  your  spoon 
that  shapes  the  sides  of  your  soul.  I've  got  a  body  to  mold  and  hold  while  you  unroll  your 
tongue  off  up  in  my  prolonged  com-versation.  Let's  station  this  period  of  relaxation  into  our 
mental  revelation.  I'm  placing  my  bet  on  you  my  brother,  my  father,  my  mother,  my  multi- 
lover.  Now  hover  over  that  spot  and  don't  stop  until  you've  come  to  the  top  of  my  mountain 
and  just  lick  that  snow  off  my  nipples  and  give  me  everlasting  ripples  of  waves  through  my 
temple. 

Shamarra  )ashon  Williams 


Run,  runaway  from  your  body. 
Tonight,  the  sun  will  shine. 

Smile,  and  laughter  will  follow. 

With  restless  bags  and  change  in  our  pock- 


Drive  to  the  bluff  and  we'll  see  you  swallow 
The  lies  you  tell  as  we  both  get  high. 

The  road  is  like  the  sky, 

Gets  hot  and  cracks  and  life  gets  hit  by  a 

truck. 

Its  entrails  leave  a  pitiful  yelp 

And  we  pay  no  attention  to  our  dying 

brother. 

We  mutate  and  became  one  another. 

I  have  too  many  sores  on  my  back  and 

bumpy  fingers, 

We'll  rest  by  our  bones  tonight. 

Like  monsters  in  heat  we  devour 

And  hook  to  hole  in  the  witching  hour. 

A  touch,  a  kiss,  a  taste,  a  feeling. 
My  fingers  slick  and  wet. 
You  climb  on  top 


You  be  the  hybrid 

And  I'll  be  the  metaphor  for  a  brutal 

savage. 

When  you  speak,  I  hear  poetic  rhythm 
And  our,music  fogs  the  windows. 
Black  to  white,  smile  to  tear 
Your  glove  embraces  a  love  so  dear. 

Hot  skin  heats  hot  leather  as  we  melt 
to  a  jungle  beat 

We  pour  into  each  other  and  we  slip 
into  the  backseat. 

We  ride,  as  we  go  from  here, 

Like  insane  children  with  forever  years. 

Thomas  Panic 


The  soft  stop  rolling  to  sweet  resistance 

Creating  the  hum  that  travels  along  new 

nerves 

Soft  unheard  hum  that  is  stopped  at  rea„ 

face.  ' 

Once  the  word  stops  start 

Then  the  soft  stops  start 

Sweet  sensual  restraint 

The  halt,  the  hold,  the  lack  of  phase. 


(The  stage  is  set  in  a  household  kitchen,  a  boy  of  about  eighteen  years  of 
age  standing  near  the  sink  while  talking  on  the  telephone.  On  the  counter 
to  the  left  is  a  small  handgun  with  a  few  bullets  scattered  upon  the  sur- 
face.) 

TOMMY:    Sure  is  a  shame  about  Sam,  isn't  it?  Taking  a  bullet  to 
the  head:  now  that  takes  guts,  you  know.  Well,  I  hope  you 
guys  know  what  you're  looking  for.  I  mean,  Sam  was  never 
really  messed  up  or  anything;  but  he  had  his  fair  share  of 
pressures  and  anxieties  just  like  the  rest  of  us,  you  know. 
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Yes,  Mr.  Officer,  I've  known  Sam  for... well... let's  see 
years  I  think.  Yeah;  six  or  seven  years.  I  met  him  back  in  middle 
school.  Oh,  no,  Mr.  Officer.  He  was  always  a  good  kid;  never  in 
trouble,  you  know.  Always  minding  his  own  business,  you  know. 
Yeah.  His  parents  divorced  when  he  was  eight  years  old,  I  think. 
Yeah;  the  divorce  was  pretty  rough  on  him.  His  parents  never  got 
along  in  the  first  place.  Yeah;  we've  always  been  pretty  close.  I  mean, 
he  told  me  a  lot  of  stuff,  you  know.  Well,  stuff  about  his  parents  and 
some  girls  he  had  his  eye  on.  Naw...he  was  never  much  of  a  womanizer. 


(He  idly  fidgets  with  the  handgun.) 

Oh... no,  Mr.  Officer.  Well,  yeah... he  did  say  he  would  be  leaving  early 
that  next  morning.  No.  See,  the  last  thing  I  heard  was  that  he  felt  bad  about  arguing 
with  his  Ma  and  he  had  bought  a  bus  ticket  to  California  where  he  would  be  staying 
with  his  Dad.  Oh... well,  I  didn't  know  minors  couldn't  purchase  bus  tickets,  Mr. 
Officer.  Maybe  he  was  hitching  a  ride  with  a  friend  of  his  to  Sacramento.  Oh.  His 
Dad  doesn't  live  in  Sacramento?  Los  Angeles?  Really?  I  didn't  know  that;  really  I 
didn't,  Mr.  Officer.  No;  no,  that's  really  all  1  know,  Mr.  Officer.  Well,  yeah.  I  guess  I 
should  have  known  that.  Yeah,  I  did  say  that  we  were  pretty  close.  1  guess  you  think 
you  know  someone,  but  in  the  end  you  really  don't. 


Leslee  A.  Toney 
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Time  OUt:  Phillip  Brooks 


library  fines  cost  more  than  the  book 


the  piggy  hink 

bounces 

twice  before 

its  pmk  stomach 

pours  out 

pennies,  nickeU, 

quarters  and  dime- 

it  is  another  desperate 

attempt  to  pay  a  library  fine 

to  the  rich  establishment 

of  higher  education. 

all  hopes  of  the 

almighty  degree 

roll  on  the  sidewalk 

with  the  change. 
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just  past  the  double 

doors  and  through 

the  metal 

detector, 

a  warehouse  of 

bookshelves  bends 

with  unbound  weight  of 

magnolia  and  prince 

paperback  promises, 

novels  ot 

incest  and  thriving  libido-, 

satires 

that  mock  the 

postmodern  novels. 

microfilm 

pin  points  a  trembling 

pleasure 

in  drops  of  bath 

water. 

the  hardbacks 

sacrifice 

another  morning  to 

hermes' 

crossroad 

philosophizing 

a  semester  ot 

bliss. 


fines  simply 

accumulated  tor  those 

early  morning 

mystical  trips  at 

Watson  library. 

eight  o'clock 

chapters  read 

even  the  hazel 

tree's  secrets. 

a  southern 

challenge  to  the 

library  to  piece 

together  a  single 

author. 

instead, 

a  monetary 

hill 

for  the 

magical 

pages  of  dust. 

no  more 

grants  of  constellations 

to  the  unattainable 

loneliness  ot  public 

star-dates. 

no  more 

plots  dripping  with 

military  guards 

tiring  khaki  blanks 
into  a  sensitive  sky. 
the  dirt  road 
that  leads  to  a  land  of 
milk  and  hone\ 
has   i  road  block. 

library  tines 
go  revolutionary 

at  the  price  ot 
northwestern  state 
university. 


eventually, 
a  an  academic 
assessment  ot 

the  rising  ».osi 

tor  education.il 

addictions. 

the  charge  for 

overdue  books 

rise  in  the 

offices,  where 

the  sun 

seldom  shines  on 

the  administration. 

envelopes  and 

manikins 

fill  with 

ritualistic, 

small  town 

aspirations. 

silent  conversations 

process  the 

dollars  and 

console  the  absence. 

cane  lake  calms 

herself  into  an 

opaque  winter  dawn. 
friends  help  each  other 
descend  the  ladder, 
and  build  houses  an 
a  new  level  ot 
mediocrity. 

Sabrina  Kej 


Symphony  of  I 


\ 


Sitting  on  the  Grass  on  an  Off-Day 


Out  of  the  serenity  arises  a  crypt  keeper  Scream! 

The  source  of  mailmen's  Wet  Dreams 

leaving  the  brain  Crippled  and  dead 

greasy,  cheap  Corporate  pornography, 

stained  bed  sheets  leak  of  lust,  Love  Unfulfilled, 

essence  of  a  dream  Castrated 

then  stuffed  and  stamped  with  a  seal 

yellow  specks  of  sex 

Over  The  Mundane. 


Damn  Campbell 
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t  am 

pale  and  pink 

i  am 

almost  five  feet  eight  inches 

pretty  tall 

i  am 

Catholic 

but  i  could  always 

be  more  religious 

i  am 

direct  descendant  of 

Cajuns  kicked 

out  of  Acadia 

by  the  British  conquerors 

1  am 

indecisive  but  sure 

steady  but  moody 

happy  but  melancholy 

fulfilled  but  yearning 

open  but  private 

i  am 

young  and  headstrong 

the  child  of  survivors 

the  grandchild  of 

contemporary  troubles 

the  parent  of 

future  fighters 

and  in  my 

blood 

rages  knowledge  from  all  mankind 

surges  languages  from  Eve 

and  the  link 
to  every 
color 
culture 
and 

religion 
ever  to  grace 
this  World's 
soil 


Julie  Freyou 


CITY  BOY: 


I  grew  up  in  the  small,  relatively  uneventful  community  of  Sulphur,  Louisiana.  It  was  a 
town  that  had  about  as  much  character  as  the  putrid-smelling  rock  from  which  it  took  its 
name.  The  town  earned  its  living  mainly  from  the  refinery  plants  which  staked  their  money' 
earning  power  on  the  vast  amount  of  sheltered  Southerners  that  didn't  expect  much  from 
life  other  than  to  live  long  enough  to  earn  a  \±ood  pension  check.  The  pension  would  then 
go  to  cover  the  hospital  costs  of  treating  whatever  illness  they  acquired  from  working  around 
toxic  chemicals  all  their  lives.  It  was  the  American  dream  personified:  Work  hard;  die  quietly. 

Encouraged  by  music,  hooks,  TV,  and  the  bizarre  pleasure  1  received  from  arousing  the 
veins  in  my  father's  forehead  to  huhhle  up  from  his  flesh,  I  made  it  a  point  to  hate  Sulphur. 
When  1  grew  weary  of  hating  it,  1  simply  smoked  enough  pot  to  nor  nonce  being  been  horn 
in  a  prison  from  which  there  may  be  no  escape.  I  had  dreams  of  making  it  out,  hut  the 
oppressive  environment  of  girls  who  wanted  babies  and  guys  who  wore  hunting  camouflage 
year  round  wore  me  to  the  hone.  Thankfully  I  had  Alicia. 

She  was  a  product  of  Northern  parents  and  reminded  me  that  somewhere  outside  of 
Sulphur  people  had  everyday  conversations  that  included  the  phrases,  "No  I  can't  come  see 
you  this  summer  I'll  he  in  Paris,"  or,  "  I've  accepted  a  joh  at  the  U.N."  Granted,  I've  detested 
France  since  I  took  French  in  the  fourth  grade,  and  I  have  no  desire  to  work  for  the  United 
Nations,  hut  I  needed  .i  reminder  that  people  don't  just  fuck,  go  to  church,  drink,  get  high, 
and  hunt  all  the  time. 

This  reminder  came  in  the  form  of  my  fascination  with  hig  cities.  First  it  was  Los  Angeles. 
Movies  were  made  there  and  I  was  raised  by  television,  so  I  didn't  see  moving  to  L.A.  as  me 
leaving  home  so  much  as  my  return  to  the  womb  with  Mulholland  Drive  tied  to  me  like  a 
concrete  umbilical  cord.  I  focused  on  Seattle  when  I  was  old  enough  to  appreciate  the  city's 
music,  hut  my  interest  dwindled  when  I  was  old  enough  to  appreciate  left-wing  groups' 
hatred  of  Starbucks.  New  York  then  became  the  object  of  my  provincial  idolatry  because  few 
things  can  incite  the  kind  of  rage  in  Southerners  like  raising  up  the  beacon  of  Northern 
culture  as  your  hopeful  future  home. 

But  my  worship  of  New  York  vanished  abruptly  when  a  rather  annoying  sixth-grade 
teacher  began  taking  herself,  and  anyone  who  could  come  up  with  the  money,  on  weeklong 
tourist  trips.  Who  the  hell  did  this  lady  think  she  was?  You  don't  go  to  New  York  to  see 
CATS.  You  go  Off- Broadway.  And  you  certainly  don't  pay;  you  sneak  in  with  the  smokers 
during  intermission.  And  you  definitely  don't  come  hack  to  Louisiana  with  an  "I  Love  NY" 
t-shirt.  In  my  mind,  it  you  love  something  you  stay  with  it,  know  it,  understand  it,  live  with  it 
and  die  with  it.  You  don't  just  go  visit  ir  when  American  Airlines  is  offering  group  discounts. 

Other  cities  came  and  went  as  the  years  passed.  My  father  and  I  took  several  vacations  to 
San  Antonio,  hut  if  New  York  was  the  unattainable  love  of  my  life  then  San  Antonio  was 
the  nice,  sweet  girl  I  would  settle  tor.  Our  life  together  would  be  pleasant,  but  in  moments  of 
passion  my  mind  would  wander  to  Lady  of  the  East  (  'oast.  A  trend  Started  amongst  mv  peers 
around  the  time  of  my  senior  year  of  high  school  that  touted  Austin  as  the  newfound 
Promised  Land,  but  I  never  made  the  pilgrimage  myself.  In  college  I  had  a  Scottish  room- 
mate who  turned  me  on  to  the  possibility  of  living  abroad,  but  all  the  while  I  neglected  an 
affair  that  had  newer  been  more  then  five  hours  away  from  me — New  Orleans. 
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-^_)     Andrew  Patrick  David 
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I  had  dismissed  the  Crescent  City  due  in  part  to  its  location  in  the  South,  hut  every  time  I 
went  to  New  Orleans,  I  found  myself  becoming  fonder  of  the  city.   It  started  out  innocently 
enough  at  first.  School  field  trips  to  the  aquarium  and  zoo,  or  a  day  trip  with  my  mother  and 
Uncle  Gerald  just  because  he  wanted  some  coffee  and  beignets  from  Cafe  Du  Monde. 

In  high  school  I  went  through  a  church  phase  (status  quo  for  middle-class  Southern  kids) 
where  mission  trips  proved  to  be  challenging  because  as  I  was  being  told  to  pray  for  the 
sinners  on  Bourbon  Street;  deep  down  I  secretly  wanted  to  be  one  of  those  sinners.  When  I 
was  seventeen,  Alicia's  parents  moved  to  New  Orleans  and  my  visits  to  see  her  provided  me 
with  more  opportunities  to  indulge  myself  with  the  city. 

She  and  I  would  take  trips  downtown  (during  the  day)  to  get  some  lunch,  buy  a  book,  or 
see  the  river.  In  my  requests  to  visit  the  area  after  nightfall,  however,  she  obliged  me  only 
once  and  never  again.  I  could  feel  the  cobblestones  and  alcohol  calling  out  to  me,  but  I 
could  not  find  them  on  my  own.  I  needed  a  guide,  an  associate,  someone  to  aid  me  in 
submerging  myself  into  all  the  pure  and  unbridled  immorality  that  New  Orleans  has  to 
offer.  I  needed  a  local. 

Amazingly  enough  I  had  to  go  to  Natchitoches  to  meet  someone  from  New  Orleans.  His 
name  was  William  Lee  Boudreaux  III,  but  everyone  called  him  Lee,  otherwise  it  sounded 
like  the  introduction  of  a  Confederate  general  every  time  he  entered  the  room.  He  was  four 
years  older  than  me  and  should  have  already  graduated  by  the  time  I  arrived  at  Northwestern 
State,  but  like  most  college  intellectuals  he  was  "pacing"  himself. 

He  was  by  no  means  an  unintelligent  man,  but  more  often  than  not  his  GPA  lent  itself  to 
professor  coercion  rather  than  hard  work.  In  addition  to  succeeding  in  college  without  really 
trying,  Lee  boasted  of  all  night  romps  with  Jack  Daniels.  The  ever-present  rotund  gut  that 
rotated  from  side  to  side  when  he  waddled  about  verified  his  accounts. 

His  intellect  hidden  behind  drunken  slothfulness  amused  me.  His  right-wing  politics 
annoyed  me.  But  his  growing  up  in  New  Orleans  intrigued  me.  You  see,  the  fact  is,  that  in 
Louisiana  you're  either  from  New  Orleans  or  somewhere  else,  and  the  somewhere  else 
usually  doesn't  really  matter.  People  like  to  pretend  they're  happy  living  in  some  hick  town 
where  no  one's  family  tree  forks,  or  that  you  can  have  just  as  good  a  time  in  Baton  Rouge  as 
you  can  in  New  Orleans.  But  the  truth  is  you  can't.  New  Orleans  is  Louisiana  and  without  it 
the  state  would  be  nothing  more  than  the  future  of  the  ocean  floor. 

You  think  people  are  trying  to  save  the  coastal  wetlands  so  the  eco-system  will  stay  intact? 
No.  They're  saving  it  so  there  will  still  be  a  city  in  the  United  States  where  you  can  walk 
down  a  street  with  a  beer  in  your  hand  while  throwing  up  on  yourself — all  within  the  limits 
of  the  law. 

"So  they're  having  trivia  night  on  the  West  Bank  during  the  break,"  Lee  said.  "Gonna  try 
and  get  a  posse  together.  Go  tear  it  up.  Maybe  do  some  boozing."  Lee  always  made  his 
proposals  as  if  he  were  a  high  school  football  coach  prepping  his  team  for  a  last  minute  drive 
in  the  state  championship.  Whether  he  was  asking  you  to  drink  until  your  liver  exploded, 
play  video  games,  "chase  bitches,"  or  go  to  church,  everything  with  Lee  was  a  monumental 
cause  for  celebration  and  exuberance.  I,  however,  held  back  my  excitement.  When  traveling 
with  the  Devil  into  hell  you  don't  want  to  seem  too  eager. 


0°  City  Boy 

"Maybe.  I  don't  know  what  I'm  doing,"  I  said.  "Resides,  if  end  up  losing  ai  trivia  you'll 

never  let  me  hear  the  end  ot  it." 


"That's  okay,"  he  replied  with  a  smile.  "We  just  won't  let  you  be  on  our  team." 

"Who  all  is  going?"  I  asked. 

"What.7  Me  and  my  town  ain't  good  enough  tor  you.'  Too  cool  huh.7"  1  le  raked  posturing  a 
hit  and  began  to  walk  out  ot  the  room  like  a  dealer  dropping  a  sell.  Like  a  buyer  needing  a 
fix  though,  I  gave  chase. 

"Hold  on;  hold  on,"  1  said.  "  I  can  stay  with  you.7"  Lee  pivoted  his  attention  back  towards  me. 

"Yeah,  yeah.  Sure  you  can."  The  Devil  had  tempted  me  and  1  bought  in  with  every  penny 
I  owned.  And  was  glad  to  have  done  it.  I  would  be  going  to  New  Orleans  to  do  whatever 
and  whoever  came  my  way.  "Oh  by  the  way."  Lee  said  before  making  his  final  turn  down  the 
hall,  "Your  ex-is  probably  going  to  be  there  too." 

Rebecca.  The  one  that  had  gotten  away,  or  been  pushed  away  rather.  A  little  of  both  1 
suppose.  I  was  only  nineteen  but  I  was  sure  that  I  loved  her.  For  whatever  reason  though,  1 
was  never  completely  sure  she  felt  the  same. 

We  had  taken  time  apart,  and  I  had  been  at  my  father's  house  avoiding  her  calls,  e-mails, 
and  messages.  I  knew  she  had  gone  to  New  Orleans  to  visit  some  guy,  and  1  had  cut  oft 
contact  to  see  she  if  she  actually  missed  me  or  just  missed  the  attention  I  gave  her.  Rebecca 
knew  that  no  matter  how  unfulfilled  I  was  I  would  still  love  her,  and  she  would  get  what  she 
wanted  even  though  I  never  did.  Then  again,  I  wasn't  exactly  sure  what  I  wanted. 

1  was  downloading  music  one  night  when  an  instant  message  popped  up.  I  know  that 
sounds  like  tourteen-year-old  study  hall  gossip,  or  a  hopeful  child  molester,  but  work  with 
me.  It  was  a  good  thing  we  were  separated  by  a  screen  because  I  couldn't  have  gone  on 
acting  like  I  didn't  care  about  her  for  longer  than  I  did.  It  went  back  in  forth  until  the  text 
stopped  with  a  ten-minute  pause. 

When  it  started  back  up,  I  was  speechless. 

She  wrote  she  was  dying  without  me,  that  she  loved  me,  and  that  she  wished  I  were  there. 

We  spent  the  next  five  hours  on  the  phone  pining  like  junior-high  kids,  and  when  we  said 
goodnight,  the  click  of  the  dial  tone  was  preceded  by  "I  love  yous."  I  rested  my  head  on  a 
couch  pillow  and  slept  better  than  a  narcoleptic  on  tranquilizers.  Instead  of  boozing  with 
Lee,  I  would  meet  Rebecca  in  New  Orleans  in  two  days,  just  in  time  for  New  Year's.   I  never 
did  get  in  touch  with  Lee  to  tell  him  about  this. 

My  alcoholic  adventures  with  Lee  had  been  scrapped  and  I  now  turned  my  attention  to 
exhaling  one  last  gasp  of  hope  for  Rebecca  and  me.  We  met  on  the  third  floor  of  a  bookstore 
on  Decatur  Street  overlooking  the  river.  When  I  held  her,  the  tugging  sensation  in  my  chest 
suddenly  stopped  because  I  was  holding  what  I  had  been  groping  for.  I  was  supposed  to  stay 
with  Lee,  but  Rebecca  and  I  wanted  to  sleep  together,  so  we  drove  to  Metairie  and  spent  the 
next  three  hours  looking  for  a  hotel  that  would  rent  to  someone  under  21.  Thank  you  Park 
Plaza  Inn.  May  the  Lord  bless  you  and  keep  you. 

I  was  out  a  hundred  dollars  trom  the  start.  Although  she  said  she  would  pay  me  back,  I 
wasn't  expecting  the  money  any  time  soon,  or  any  other  form  ot  payment  for  that  matter.  I 
didn't  care  about  our  differences.  I  loved  her  and  she  loved  me  and  for  one  night  that  was 
enough.  I  would  worry  about  the  other  nights  some  other  time. 

We  slept  .ill  day  until  about  10:45  p.m.  when  we  left  to  find  the  airport  and  pick  up  Rebecca's 
friend  who  was  arriving  trom  Oregon  at  1 1  p.m.  From  there  it  was  straight  downtown. 

When  we  arrived  in  the  French  Quarter  1  breathed  in  the  metropolis.  The  cabs  running  up 
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fare,  the  pushers  in  the  alleyways,  the  hookers  right  out  in  the  open,  the  locals  making  fun  of 
the  tourists,  while  the  tourists  try  not  to  notice.  Then  there  were  the  addicts  holding  on  for 
one  more  night,  and  the  business  guys  trying  to  make  it  a  respectable  place  to  live — forgetting 
to  realize  there's  only  so  much  you  can  do  for  a  city  that  names  its  streets  after  hard  liquor. 

The  city  is  alive,  and  I  don't  mean  the  people,  they're  just  decoration.  The  actual  build- 
ings are  alive.  From  every  modern  gray  bank  building  to  the  neon-orange  strip  club  with  a 
150  year-old  banister,  every  brick  and  stone  in  the  city  calls  out  to  you.  And  you're  always 
just  one  more  drink  away  from  understanding  what  they're  saying. 

As  you're  standing  on  the  corner,  you  know  the  place  isn't  going  to  sleep  tonight,  or 
tomorrow  night  for  that  matter.  You're  not  even  sure  if  anyone  ever  sleeps,  or  if  they  all  stay 
in  a  permanent  state  of  "on."  Anything  is  possible — the  next  person  you  meet  could  fuck 
you,  kill  you,  love  you,  rip  you  off,  or  not  even  know  you  were  alive  all  in  the  same  moment. 
Either  way  it  wouldn't  really  matter  because  at  least  something  would  be  happening. 

Whatever  went  down  on  Thursday  did  not  go  down  again  on  Friday;  there  was  no  room 
for  repetition.  Every  street  was  filled  with  all  the  people  your  parents  warned  you  about. 
This  scared  some  people;  annoyed  others,  some  didn't  even  pay  attention,  but  I  was 
enraptured.  New  Orleans  was  a  prime  score  of  smack  and  Bourbon  Street  was  the  cobble- 
stoned  hypodermic  needle. 

The  yelling,  the  drinking,  the  women,  the  music — everything.  It  all  made  you  feel 
scared,  and  alive,  and  nervous,  and  all  the  things  a  city  is  supposed  to  make  you  feel 
because  you  know  that  as  long  as  you  can  stay  on  your  feet  for  one  more  second  that 
something  amazing  could  happen.  But  as  the  night  wears  on,  one  Hurricane  turns  into  to 
four,  one  pitcher  into  eight,  and  one  shot  into  five.  Rebecca  yelled  at  me  for  stumbling 
when  I  tried  to  dance.  I  felt  stupid,  so  I  left  the  bar  and  wandered  down  the  street  into  the 
first  place  I  found  with  a  bathroom. 

"Can  I  use  your  pisser?"  I  slurred. 

"As  soon  as  you  buy  your  drink  sweetie."  I  was  one  in  a  long  list  of  sweeties  that  had 
stumbled  in  for  the  night.  And  the  middle-aged  woman  who  had  probably  lived  here  too  long 
would  be  nice  to  me — so  long  as  I  was  paying.  You  can  buy  anything  in  New  Orleans,  even 
sincerity.  I  threw  my  five  on  the  table  and  got  a  warm  beer  in  return.  I  had  no  idea  where  I  was 
or  any  idea  how  to  find  my  friends.  I  never  met  up  with  Lee  and  wasn't  sure  if  Rebecca  was  still 
at  the  bar  where  I  left  her,  or  if  she  had  ditched  me.  I  was  alone  in  a  nameless  bar  and  thinking 
I  might  just  keep  walking  down  the  street  until  I  could  walk  no  farther. 

"Happy  New  Year,"  said  a  chubby  girl  in  a  sequined  two-piece  as  she  sat  on  the  stool  next  to 
me.  "What's  your  name?"  she  said. 

"Andrew."  Whether  she  was  a  hooker  or  not,  I  wasn't  sure,  but  I  knew  enough  to  know  that 
women  in  sequined  dresses  don't  make  conversation  for  the  hell  of  it  and  I  let  her  know  it. 

"I  ain't  spending  no  money  so  you  might  want  to  move  on  and  work  somebody  else,"  I  said 
through  cigarette  smoke,  trying  to  keep  my  head  turned  up. 

"Oh  no,  I  just  want  to  go  home,"  she  said  with  a  sigh,  as  if  she  couldn't  stand  to  give  one 
more  lap  dance — or  whatever  other  services  she  offered.  There  is  little  difference  between 
the  tired  look  of  someone  who's  sucked  dick  all  day  long,  and  someone  who's  graded  papers, 
filled  fast-food  orders,  or  kept  the  Western  hemisphere  from  self-destructing.  When  it's  all 
over  with  tired  is  tired,  and  I  imagine  sucking  dick  is  as  tiring  a  task  as  any  other. 

"I'm  Iris,"  she  replied.  She  had  a  round  face  and  I  could  make  out  that  if  I  wasn't  drunk 
and  the  lights  were  turned  on  she  probably  wouldn't  have  been  much  to  look  at. 
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City  Boy 


Bui  that's  win  the}  keep  the  lights  dim  in  bars.  It  you  can  see  something  clearly  then 
you'll  probably  be  able  to  remember  ii  clearly.  And  when  you're  in  a  bar  you  don't  know 
the  name  ol  in  a  city  thai  Satan  himsell  mighi  find  distasteful,  the  lasi  thing  you  want  to 
do  is  remember  something  clearly. 
"Where  you  from  In-"'  1  asked 
"New  I  lampshire,"  she  said. 
"1  low'd  you  end  up  here?"  I  asked. 

"Jusi  wanted  to  go  somewhere,  I  guess."  1  was  expecting  the  cliche"  story  ol  how  her  dad 
probably  beat  her  or  raped  her,  but  then  I  though)  maybe  he  didn't.  Maybe  she  really  did  jusi 
warn  to  leave.  But  I  don't  think  PeoPle  leave  New  I  lampshire  to  go  wear  sequined  two- 
pieces  in  Neu  Orleans  jusi  for  the  hell  oi  it.  Regardless,  she  wasn'i  giving  oui  a  sob  story 
tonight. 

a  kit  i-  it  thai  you  do  here  Ins."' 
"I'm  .i  dancer,"  she  said  smiling.  M\  head  kept  tilting  toward  her.  to  hear  and  speak  over 
the  noisC  (,t  the  bar  and  street.  I  was  deciding  whether  or  not  to  enter  into  a  "husim 
agreement"  with  the  dancer  from  New  I  lampshire.  I  wasn't  exactly  sure  where  she  did  her 
da, Kin-  m  the  place,  or  even  if  she  worked  there,  or  had  come  from  some  other  establish- 
ment, because  I  saw  no  backroom  entrances  or  stairways  leading  to  a  place  where  one  could 
perform  in  private. 

"Not  that  I'm  interested,  hut  I'm  just  asking,  <\o  you  do  sex  stuff?"  Sex  Mutt.  1  was  in  the 

city  with  no  shame  asking  a  hooker  if  she  did  "sex  stuff."  Naivety  had  reared  its  ugly  head. 

"W  ell,  it's  eight)  dollars  for  a  dance  and  we  can  work  out  anything  you  want  after  that," 

she  replied  with  a  wear\  ambivalence,  sounding  as  ,f  she  were  selling  insurance  premiums. 

"Eighty  dollars  huh.'"  Sounding  partially  interested  hut  thinking  to  myself,  'Fuck  that,  I 
can  jack  off  for  free"  As  I  got  up  to  leave,  Iris  leaned  in  and  kissed  me— or  maybe  I  kissed 
her.  To  tell  you  the  truth  I'm  not  really  sure.  It  might  have  been  part  of  her  last  minute 
sales-pitch  or  a  girl's  honest  attempt  to  make  a  lonely  guy's  nighl  a  little  better,  hut  it 
didn't  last  long  enough  to  say  whether  it  was  a  noocl  kiss  or  a  had  one.  But  what  1  c\o 
remember  is  stumbling  out  of  the  bar  drunker  than  perhaps  ,,t  am  other  time  in  my  lite. 
The  city  looked  different  now. 

Now  you  see  guys  being  thrown  to  the  ground,  and  you  try  to  walk  straight  when  the  cops 
ride  by  on  horseback.  Instead  of  thinking  someone  mighi  tuck  you  or  love  you,  you're  pretty 
sure  they're  jusi  going  to  kill  you  and  rip  you  off.  You  feel  alone  and  tired,  and  it's  not  just 
the  alcohol.  You  start  to  think  aboul  your  parents  and  what  they  would  c\o  if  they  never  saw 
you  again,  and  you  wonder  it  your  friends  even  know  you're  gone— and  if  they  even  care. 
You  teel  dirty,  and  drunk,  and  cheap,  and  used,  and  worthless.  You  teel  all  the  things  .i  ,,t\  is 
supposed  to  make  you  feel. 

I  wandered  hack  to  The  (   at's  Meow  where  1  had  lett  Rebecca  and  her  friend  who  drove  us 

l\kk  to  the  hotel.  As  I  lay  in  bed  next  to  Rebecca  I  wondered  if  she  would  still  love  me  it 
she  knew  what  I  had  done,  or  more  importantly  what  a  pan  of  me  wishes  I  would  have 
done.  It  was  a  needlessly  dramatic  question  to  ask,  hut  everything  in  the  city  was  needlessly 
dramatic.  Maybe  I  should  have  jusi  boughl  a  r-shirt. 


6 


I 


WKKM&tt  ~^^^^^B 


Feather  Series  #3:  Cymha  Figuema 


-Kettle  Moraine- 


The  coldest  January  nights  lie  soft,  calm  and  still — 

silently  sleeping  among  bare  trees  and  frozen  land. 

With  gentle,  elusive  winds  whispering — 

effortlessly  caressing  bare  branches  almost 

invisible  in  their  somnolence. 

Where  deep  in  the  stillness  of  subzero  air, 

.1  moon  shines  brilliant, 

spreading  its  warmth  in  light  across  water  reflecting  skies, 

lies  still  the  midnight,  blue  with  ice, 

gracefully  tiptoeing  color  across  rolling  hills — 

elegance  in  stain  glass  sapphire, 

glistening  among  snow  crystals. 


Cotton  Field 


Marie  A.  Loeffler 
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Vast  rows  ot  green  stretching  to  no  end 
Small  pieces  of  white  flowing  in  between  each  stalk 

As  you  dance  in  the  wind  

And  fly  away  with  each  new  breeze 

1  bend  over  to  explore  one  of  these  marvelous  plants 

The  softness  of  the  white  plant  is  soothing 

I  rub  the  white  fluff  through  my  fingers 

And  I  discover  the  seed  of  life  hard,  round,  and  smooth 

As  the  sun  shines  upon  these  massive  rows 

It  displays  a  sight  of  great  beauty 

The  waves  of  green  and  white  overpower  my  senses 

And  1  gape,  glare,  and  gaze  at  this  beautiful 

c  lotton  Field. 

Valerie  L.  Oarft 
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Saturday 


Fields  of  innocence:  shawm  Miller 


there's  a  girl  reading  a  book 

she's  by  herself 

like  me 

there's  a  girl  speaking  out  loud 

like  I  whisper 

to  myself  £} 

there's  a  girl  I  love 

sitting  in  a  corner 

drinking  and  singing 

and  dancing 

and  leaving 

the  juke  box  is  playing 

Jimi  Hendrix  in  the  background 

a  purple  haze  casts  a  spell 

on  a  cigarette  smoking  lesbian 

surfer  wannabe 

addicted  to  a  hands  touch 

lips  pressed 

to  finger  tips 

we're  all  just  wannabe  "in  love-ers" 

loving  to  be  in  love  with  love 

but  I'll  only  shut  up 

when  love  finds  its  way  to  me 

for  me  to  always  be  me  and 

for  her  to  always  be  her 

Krista  Parker 


Make  no  Mistake 


Sweet  child  to  others  but  cold  to  me. 
Your  head  rests  as  any  statue 
And  moves  as  any  dancer 

1  wish  1  could  feel  the  rays  of  your  smile 
And  the  cool  brush  of  your  countenance 
Candied  scents  floated  in  the  beginning 

But  not  now. 

1  find  some  pleasure  in  the  flakes  of  snow 

If  I  ignore  the  sharp  cuts  of  a  cold  and  bitter  wind 

I  can  see  myself  crying  for  what  has  been  done 

But  Make  No  Mistake! 
I  can  eviscerate  you. 

Because  it's  not  winter  everywhere. 
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She  came  swiftly,  piercing  me,  like  the  frozen  wind  of  the  North,  hut  kindled  in 
me  a  fire  small  and  mighty,  and  with  its  tickling  flames  warmed  my  soul's  confusion.  She  is 
an  encasement  of  Love  meant  to  shatter  and,  with  release,  swallow  its  prey.  Like  the  traps  of 
Venus,  her  heauty  ensnares  its  victim,  engulfing  it  whole  into  the  very  recesses  of  its  being. 
Her  song  is  a  whispered  spell  of  malicious  loneliness,  a  brave  melody  of  broken  words  meant 
to  pluck  a  loving  note  on  the  strings  of  a  mans  heart.  And  with  the  strum  of  these  chords, 
she  releases  a  chorus  of  celestial  disarment.  However,  crumbling  walls  such  as  this  only  help 
to  resonate  her  sad,  courageous  song.  The  rhythms  go  drifting  through  yesterday's  dreams. 
For  dreams,  it  not  entertained,  become  as  brittle  as  the  bones  of  elders. 

Although  this  wondrous  wind  was  just  that,  a  slight  breeze  caught  by  the  cheek  of  a 
wearied  traveler,  it  distilled  in  him  a  brew  of  confidence  spiced  by  the  delusions  and  sadness. 
For  the  magick  of  the  sad,  though  heart  wrenching,  is  a  strange  and  powerful  substance. 

The  damsel  was  clothed  in  lavender  when  she  was  upon  me,  a  glittering  fairy  wrapped  in 
silken  robes  and  crowned  with  river  lilies.  Alight  the  tassel  of  her  robe  stood  the  lavare,  its 
precious  scent  washing  all  frustration  with  the  strength  of  a  river  current,  away.  I  stood 
unhindered  at  the  foot  of  this  terrestrial  goddess.  When  she  finally  spoke,  every  word  was 
engraved  with  incantations  of  Love.  Her  lulling  song  splintered  me,  driving  to  my  knees. 
Then  1  knew  pain  of  too  much  tenderness,  like  a  dream  shattered  upon  the  floor,  the  image 
of  a  dismantled  jigsaw. 

"I  have  come  answering  your  call,  young  cherub,"  she  sang,  her  enchanting  voice  harness- 
ing me,  drawing  me  away  from  thought.  "I  have  heard  the  Voice  of  You.  It  escaped  your 
dreams,  came  in  darkness  to  my  doorstep,  and  beseeched  me  a  lesson  so  that  1  may  bathe  you 
in  your  own  understanding." 


A  Reading  from  The  Book  of  Laughter 

First  Letter  Of  Gablahgo,  to  the  Brooklynites 


"Fear  not,  my  Lady  Venus,  for  you  do  not  come  unappreciated,"  I  proclaimed,  my  reply 
crisp  upon  the  wind.  "Nor  do  I  doubt  the  intention  of  dream  for  his  magick  is  old  and  laden 
with  subconscious  melody.  I  do  doubt  that  I  am  deserving  of  such  a  blessing.  Who  am  I  but  a 
lone  traveler  of  this  wind." 

"Woe,  child,  unto  you  who  finds  yourself  undeserving,"  she  screamed.  "Blessed  are  those 
who  accept  acceptance,  for  they  have  seen  and  go  another  step  up  the  ladder!"  The  words 
danced  off  her  tongue,  taking  flight  from  her  lips  and  softly  embracing  the  night. 

And  then  a  feeling  crept  upon  me. . . 

...and  she  knowingly  spoke  again.  "I  am  not  Love,  young  one,  but  a  daughter  to  her,  as  we 
are  all  her  children.  In  the  voice  of  Dream,  she  spoke  of  you,  saying  you  called  upon  a  spell 
to  help  cleanse  your  spirit.  In  doubt,  the  magick  failed  and  though  you  have  had  a  taste,  the 
eternal  feast  is  still  at  hand.  From  my  cup  you  know  drink  and  well  you  should,  for  what  is 
sadness  but  happiness  in  a  strange  guise.  So  drink,  young  one,  this  brew  is  strong  and  can 
help  balance  your  will." 

And  just  as  swiftly  as  she  had  come,  she  was  gone.  I  was  left  standing  among  the  leaves, 
one  of  their  multitudes,  scattering  about  in  the  wind.  On  the  oceans  of  life  she  left  me  but 
with  a  cup  of  her  strange  brew — Sorrow,  brave,  and  sorrow.  With  feathers  of  her  wisdom,  I 
fashioned  a  sail  to  harness  the  wind  and  with  the  moon  and  her  stars  my  guide,  I  took  to  the 
waves  of  lives  Holy  Experience,  no  longer  a  drifting  empty  vessel. 


Stone}  Brown 


Untitled:  Amanda  WaUoa 


The  Wrong  Decision: 
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Angi'e  Brack 
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Jim  never  realized  what  the  consequences  of  drinking  and  driving  could  be  until  it  was  too 
late.  The  price  that  he  would  pay  would  make  living  more  punishing  than  dying.  If  he  could 
have  just  made  a  wiser  decision  that  day,  he  could  have  saved  his  L'fe  from  destruction. 

Jim  looks  out  of  the  living  room  window  at  his  daughter  as  she  rides  her  new  purple 
bicycle  with  a  pink  and  white  basket  tied  to  the  handlebars.  She  is  so  proud  of  herself  for 
learning  how  to  ride  a  bike  without  training  wheels.  He  smiles  as  he  watches  her  ride 
through  the  yard  full  speed  as  the  wind  pulls  her  hair  back  away  from  her  face.  He  raises  the 
window  up  to  let  in  the  cool  breeze,  and  he  can  hear  Katie  giggling.  He  then  walks  over  to 
his  favorite  brown  leather  recliner  and  plops  down.  The  only  thing  that  can  make  his  day 
better  is  an  ice-cold  beer.  Jim  knows  that  his  wife  Karen  never  allows  any  kind  of  alcohol 
around  Katie.  For  the  sake  of  their  daughter,  he  respects  Karen's  wishes.  Karen  has  been 
pleading  with  Jim  to  quit  drinking  for  the  past  two  years.  He  wants  to  quit  for  her  and  Katie, 
but  he  cannot  take  the  first  step.  The  craving  for  alcohol  is  just  too  strong.  He  loves  his  beer. 
He  usually  waits  until  Karen  has  plans  to  spend  the  day  with  Katie  on  one  of  their  all  day 
adventures  into  town  and  then  he  goes  and  buys  a  couple  of  twelve  packs  to  ice  down  in  his 
cooler. 

Karen  loves  doing  things  with  her  daughter.  She  is  always  doing  special  things  with  Katie. 
Karen  knows  that  she  cannot  have  any  more  children;  therefore,  Katie  is  the  light  of  her 
life.  Karen  treasures  every  moment  that  she  spends  with  her  daughter.  Karen  often  begs  Jim 
to  come  along  with  her  and  Katie. 

Although  he  loves  them  both  very  much,  he  usually  cannot  keep  his  mind  off  the  alcohol 
long  enough  to  go.  He  knows  that  as  soon  as  his  wife  and  daughter  leave,  he  can  go  get  some 
beer.  Jim  usually  buys  the  beer  and  ices  it  down  right  away,  so  it  will  be  ready  to  drink  on  the 
trip  home.  It  is  too  much  of  a  temptation  to  wait  until  he  is  at  the  house  to  drink  a  cold 
beer.  After  all,  it  is  a  thirty-minute  drive.  He  has  to  quench  his  thirst  before  too  long.  Jim 
never  makes  it  home  before  he  drinks.  When  he  gets  home,  he  carries  the  ice  chest  into  the 
house  and  sets  it  next  to  his  favorite  chair.  He  just  has  to  make  sure  that  he  throws  all  of  the 
beer  cans  away  before  Karen  and  Katie  get  home.  This  has  become  a  normal  routine  for  Jim. 

As  Karen  is  pulling  out  of  the  driveway,  Jim  stands  on  the  porch  and  waves  goodbye  to 
her.  He  has  the  house  all  to  himself  now.  He  goes  into  his  bedroom,  grabs  some  clean  clothes 
that  are  hanging  in  the  closet,  and  heads  for  the  bathroom.  After  his  shower,  he  gets  dressed 
and  quickly  brushes  his  hair.  He  picks  up  his  keys  from  the  dining  room  table  and  rushes  out 
the  door  to  his  truck.  As  he  is  backing  out  of  the  driveway,  he  starts  to  feel  guilty.  "  I  guess  I 
really  should  have  gone  with  Karen  and  Katie,"  he  says  aloud  to  himself.  "  Oh  well,  it's  too 
late  now.  Maybe  I  will  go  with  them  the  next  time."  His  thoughts  are  still  with  his  wife  and 
daughter  as  he  drives  down  the  road.  After  reaching  the  liquor  store,  Jim  goes  into  the  store 
and  buys  a  bag  of  ice  and  two  twelve  packs  of  Budweiser.  He  gets  out  his  cooler,  puts  the  beer 
in  it,  and  pours  the  ice  over  the  cans.  Jim  throws  the  empty  ice  bag  in  the  trash,  gets  in  his 
truck,  and  decides  to  drive  over  and  drink  a  few  beers  with  one  of  his  friends,  who  lives 
nearby. 
When  he  arrives  at  his  friend  Dave's  house,  he  sees  him  sitting  on  his  porch  with  a 
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beer  in  one  hand  and  .1  cigarette  in  the  other  one.  Jim  reaches  over  to  the  passenger  seat, 

takes  a  couple  of  beers  out  ot  the  cooler,  and  carries  them  to  the  porch.  After  a  couple  of 
hours,  Jim  gets  up  from  the  porch  swing  and  heads  toward  his  truck. "  Dave,  1  better  start 
heading  towards  the  house.  I'll  see  you  ,it  work  Monday."  Before  he  gets  on  the  highway,  he 
opens  another  beer. 

After  gulping  down  his  last  swallow  of  beer,  Jim  crushes  the  Budweiser  can  with  one  hand 
and  thrown  u  on  the  floorboard.  As  he  reaches  for  another  beer  from  the  ice  chest,  sitting  in 
the  sot  next  to  him,  he  feels  the  right  wheels  of  the  truck  slip  o((  the  side  of  the  road. 
Turning  the  steering  wheel  quickly,  Jim  manages  to  get  the  truck  back  on  the  road.  He 
reaches  tor  a  beer  again.  This  time  successfully.  He  pops  the  top  and  starts  guzzling  the 
Budweiser  down,  while  some  of  the  fizzing  brew  dn::les  down  his  chin. 

After  drinking  several  beers,  Jim  looks  through  the  windshield  trying  to  focus  on  the  road. 
The  stripes  on  the  road  are  turning  into  a  blur.  Jim  looks  down  at  the  speedometer,  realizing 
that  he  is  going  seventy-five  miles  per  hour.  Not  paying  am  attention  to  the 
car  at  the  four-way  stop  sign  ahead,  Jim  keeps  driving  at  a  rapid  speed.  Getting 
closer  to  the  stop  sign,  he  does  not  notice  the  small  car  crossing  the  four-way 
intersection.  Just  as  the  car  reaches  the  middle  of  the  intersection,  Jim  realizes 
that  he  is  going  too  fast  to  stop.  As  the  truck  hits  the  driver's  side  of  the  car, 
Jim  flies  through  the  windshield,  over  the  car  and  onto  the  pavement.  His 
sight  grows  dim  and  then  black,  as  he  passes  out. 

Jim  opens  his  eyes  to  flashing  red  and  blue  lights.  The  sounds  of  sirens  are 
all  around.  With  every  breath  he  takes,  the  sharp,  needle-like  pain  in  his  back 
grows.  Trying  to  ease  the  agonizing  discomfort,  he  takes  small,  shallow 
breaths.  The  taste  of  blood  enters  his  mouth  from  the  cut  on  his  bottom  lip. 
He  lifts  his  hand  to  hold  his  throbbing  head  and  sees  a  deep  gash  on  his  u  nst. 
He  then  grabs  his  forehead  to  relieve  the  burning  sensation  coming  from  the 
laceration  above  his  left  eye.  Moving  his  head  slowly  to  the  right,  he  stares  at 
what  is  left  of  the  compact  car.  The  glass  from  the  side  window  of  the  back 
door  is  shattered  as  if  someone  has  been  thrown  out  of  it.  He  looks  up  at  the  windshield  and 
the  passenger  side  window,  noticing  the  blood  that  covers  them  both.  Jim  turns  his  head  to 
the  left  and  looks  over  on  the  road  a  couple  of  yards  from  him.  He  notices  little  blonde  curls 
hanging  from  under  a  blood  stained,  white  sheet  that  drapes  over  a  lifeless  little  body. 

After  getting  the  information  on  the  truck,  the  state  trooper  calls  in  the  license  plate 
number  of  the  car.  The  dispatcher  calls  over  the  radio,  back  to  the  state  trooper.  "  The  car  is 
registered  to  a  Karen  Walker."  The  familiar  name  makes  Jim's  stomach  nauseous.  Feeling  a 
lump  in  his  throat,  he  turns  his  head  back  to  look  at  the  crushed  vehicle.  1  lis  heart  starts 
racing  faster  as  he  recognizes  the  small,  white  car.  Quivering  with  fear,  he  turns  his  head 
back  to  where  the  little  body  lies  and  cries  out,  "  No!  Not  my  sweet  baby  girl!  Please,  God, 
not  my  little  Katie!"  Knowing  that  the  tiny  little  lifeless  body  is  his  daughter's,  Jim  tries  to 
gel  up  to  go  to  her,  but  as  he  lifts  his  head  up,  the  pain  rushes  down  his  spine.  He  eases  back 
down  onto  the  pavement.  There  is  no  way  that  he  can  move,  not  even  to  be  close  to  his 
daughter's  limp  body.  Completely  helpless,  Jim  begins  to  shout,  "  Someone  please  help  me!  I 
can't  move!  I'm  in  too  much  pain!"  The  shouting  only  causes  his  back  to  ache  more  pro- 
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foundly.  All  that  he  can  do  is  lie  on  the  road  and  stare  at  Katie's  little  body  that  has  no  life 
left. 

With  deep  sorrow  and  agony,  Jim  turns  his  head  back  to  the  car  again.  He  feels  the  warm 
tears  stream  down  his  face.  He  realizes  that  the  horrific  sight  of  blood  that  was  all  over  the 
glass  of  the  car  belongs  to  his  wife,  Karen.  "  Where  is  my  wife!"  he  asks  frantically  as  the 
paramedics  put  him  on  a  stretcher.  "  Please  tell  me  where  my  wife  is!  She  was  the  one 
driving  the  car!  Please  tell  me  I  didn't  kill  her,  too!"  Jim's  cries  get  louder  as  he  sees  the 
coroner  get  two  black  body  bags  out  of  his  vehicle.  As  the  paramedics  carry  him  to  the 
ambulance,  he  watches  the  coroner  and  the  sheriff's  deputies  put  his  daughter  and  his  wife 
into  the  hearse. 

All  that  he  can  think  about  on  the  way  to  the  hospital  is  how  beautiful  little  Katie  looked 
riding  her  bicycle  earlier  that  day.  He  can  hear  her  giggles  in  his  mind.  He  will  never  lie 
close  to  his  wife  again  and  smell  the  sweet  scent  of  her  long,  silky  hair.  No  more  smiles  for 
him  at  the  breakfast  table.  He  begins  to  moan  and  cry  as  the  grief  creeps  upon 
him.  "  What  was  I  thinking!  I  should  have  been  the  one  to  die  not  my  family!  I 
don't  want  to  live!" 

The  ambulance  finally  arrives  at  the  hospital.  The  paramedics  take  him  to 
the  emergency  room  to  get  stitches  and  x-rays.  The  x-ray  technician  comes  and 
gets  Jim.  She  rolls  Jim  past  the  nurse's  station.  He  hears  what  they  are  saying 
about  what  he  has  done.  Everything  they  say  is  true.  He  cannot  blame  them. 
He  should  have  been  the  one  on  the  way  to  the  mortuary.  He  does  not  know 
how  he  is  going  to  live  with  the  guilt  and  shame. 

As  the  technician  and  nurses  put  him  on  the  x-ray  table,  he  moans  with  pain. 
His  body  aches  with  every  small  movement.  He  is  starting  to  feel  weaker  than  he 
did  before.  Every  couple  of  minutes,  the  technician  comes  in  and  fixes  the  x-ray 
machines  to  take  different  pictures  of  his  body.  She  can  tell  that  Jim  is  growing 
pale.  She  asks  him  how  he  is  feeling.  He  just  stares  at  her  with  a  lost  look  and 
keeps  silent.  The  bloody  scene  of  his  little  girl  so  lifeless  and  the  bloodstained  O 

windows  of  the  car  keep  replaying  in  his  mind,  while  he  lies  there  trembling.  If  he  had  gone 
with  Karen  and  Katie,  none  of  this  would  be  happening.  He  thinks  about  the  grief  that  he  is 
going  to  cause  his  parents.  They  were  so  close  to  Katie.  Not  to  mention  the  pain  Karen's 
parents  are  going  to  face.  They  have  lost  their  daughter  and  granddaughter.  Jim  remembers 
what  his  father  told  him  a  week  ago.  "  Son,  you  better  stop  your  drinking.  You're  going  to  fool 
around  and  lose  your  family.  The  booze  isn't  worth  it."  Jim  feels  the  warm  tears  run  down  his 
cheeks. 

Worrying  that  Jim's  condition  is  worsening,  the  technician  calls  for  the  doctor  to  come 
quickly.  The  doctor  walks  over  to  him  and  sees  that  his  nose  is  starting  to  bleed.  The  doctor 
realizes  that  Jim  most  likely  has  a  brain  hemorrhage.  If  the  hemorrhage  is  too  bad,  it  will  be 
almost  impossible  to  save  him.  The  doctor  looks  into  Jim's  sad,  blue  eyes  and  realizes  that 
Jim  does  not  want  anyone  to  save  him.  With  true  compassion,  the  doctor  says  a  prayer  as  he 
leans  over  Jim.  Growing  even  weaker,  Jim  stares  at  the  ceiling.  The  voice  that  he  hears 
praying  is  fading  into  a  whisper.  The  ache  in  Jim's  body  starts  to  vanish,  as  his  body  grows 
numb.  His  blurred  vision  turns  dim.  He  tries  to  speak,  but  he  is  too  weak  to  move  his  lips. 
With  no  will  to  live,  Jim  closes  his  eyes  one  last  time.  ^\ 


Seven  of  One 


Powerful  and  virile, 
hero  ot  rhe  war; 
Besieger  of  great  Troja, 

tor  weeks  months  days  and  years. 

II 
His  comrade's  faithful  lover, 
he  scorns  wife  and  lass; 
Displeased  with  women's  blessin 
preferring  armor,  war,  and  brass. 

Ill 
Insecure  and  weak, 
A  thick  blanket  o(  violence — 
"If  1  am  a  killer, 
how  can  I  be  meek?" 

IV 
Frightened  and  timid, 
the  hero  turns  to  flee; 
The  sharp  snap  of  catgut — 
an  arrow  in  his  heel. 

V 
Great  king  of  the  Danaans, 
ruler  of  the  siege. 
Scorned,  disobeyed 
by  childlike,  jealous  liege. 

VI 
Despicable  and  mean, 
a  cruel  and  vicious  man; 
His  rage  is  despiteful, 
his  temper  out  of  hand. 

VII 
A  child  sent  from  home, 
cast  in  mold  of  hero — 
sad,  alone,  and  frightened, 
wanting  to  go  home. 

Shane  Padrak  Erath 
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He's  my  man,  just  doesn't  know  it  Yet 


We  walk  through  the  park  holding  hands 
Under  the  moonlit  beach  we  dance 
Under  the  sunrise  we  make  love 
Then  I  smile  and  break  through  my  fantasy, 

Chuckling  to  myself. 
He's  my  man;  he  just  doesn't  know  it  yet. 

As  I  sit  and  watch  you  work,  I  smile 

And  wonder  what  you're  thinking. 

I  grin  when  I'm  caught,  yet 

I  cannot  turn  away  from  your  gaze. 

I  try  and  picture  us  just  cuddling  without 

Going  into  a  trance,  smiling  inside,  thinking, 

You're  my  man,  you  just  don't  know  it  yet. 

So  glad  to  see  you  walk  down  the  main  street 

Not  resisting  the  urge  to  speak, 

Thinking  to  myself,  yeah,  you  want  me,  and 

I  want  you,  so  let's  stop  kidding  ourselves. 

Then  we  hug,  long  time  no  seeing  you  greetings, 

As  I  think  to  myself,  you're  mine, 

You  just  don't  know  it  yet. 

We  return  to  the  walking  and  dancing,  and 
My  favorite  part,  kissing  and  making  love, 
Staring  into  those  gorgeous  eyes  as 
1  feel  my  soul  yearning  and  my  heart  begging  and 
My  mind  trying  to  make  this  moment  last  forever,  but 
Then  you  call  my  name  and  I  return 
From  this  sweet  dream,  laughing. 

He's  my  man;  he  just  doesn't  know  it 
Yet. 

Valerie  L.  Clark 
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The  Journey:    Michael  Arcement  11 


Poetry 


Elusive  simplicity 
Glides  thoughts  sublime, 
Soft  ink  lines 
Branching  outward — 
Eternally  touching. 

Subtle  musings  expressed 

As  canvas  painted 

Lovingly  warm — 

Light  and  grace 

Child's  glowing  smile, 

Sweet  eyes  twinkling  brilliance. 


Each  gentle  brush 

Feathers  lightly 

Passing  time, 

Fusing  life  in  breath — 

Holding  the  embracing  world. 

Marie  A.  Loeffler 


Nobody's  Home:  Leslee  \    Taney 


o 

CM 


Wanted:  I 

a  dad  for  Dakota 

Simple  and  easy  title  you  would  think.  Or  is  it?  For  a  nine-year-old  boy  it  means  a  com- 
pletely new  experience  in  life.  It  is  an  experience  he  has  seen  his  friends  have  that  he  can 
only  dream  about.  How  he  longs  to  have  one  of  those,  a  dad  that  is. 

Dakota's  ad  would  go  something  like  this  1  am  sure: 

Wanted:  a  d 
ad 

Must  be  nice,  can't  scare  me  or  try  to  hurt  me.  Must  play  sports  like  baseball,  football,  soccer, 
and  basketball.  Must  like  fishing.  Must  be  able  to  talk  mom  into  letting  me  keep  what  I  have 
caught  in  a  jar  at  home.  He  must  be  willing  to  accept  my  affections  and  not  push  me  away.  He 
must  not  mind  my  endless  chatter.  He  can  laugh  with  me  but  not  at  me.  He  must  be  willing  to 
go  on  endless  adventures  with  me,  from  watching  the  stars,  to  seeing  a  movie,  to  serious  talks 
about  important  things.  He  must  protect  me  from  the  monsters  under  my  bed.  When  the 
tornado  warnings  happen,  keep  me  safe  and  assure  me  that  everything  will  be  right.  He  must  be 
ten  feet  tall  and  bulletproof.  He  must  be  able  to  climb  trees  in  one  jump  and  make  the  best  forts 
in  the  whole  world.  So,  if  you  are  a  man  like  this,  I  want  a  dad.  Please  call  my  mom  so  she  can 
check  you  out  and  make  sure  you  are  ok. 

Love  Dakota 

If  someone  could  fill  this  ad  Dakota  would  be  so  happy.  It  might  put  us  in  the  poorhouse  to 
try  to  run  it.  Right  now  it  is  only  a  dream  for  Dakota. 

Some  months  back  Dakota  came  to  me  with  all  the  seriousness  a  nine-year-old  boy  could 
have  and  told  me,  "Mom,  I'm  tired  of  being  the  only  man  in  the  house."  I  asked  him  what 
he  would  like  me  to  do  about  this  and  he  said  "Mom,  you  need  a  boyfriend."  I  said,  sorry, 
sweetie  I  don't  have  one  of  those.  I  asked  him  if  he  had  any  prospects.  He  said,  "yes,  Mr. 
Hart  would  be  good."  I  said  that  could  be  a  problem  as  he  was  getting  married  in  just  a  few 
weeks.  He  said,  "yes,  I  know."  He  then  decided  someone  like  Mr.  Hart  would  be  good.  As 
long  as  he  didn't  blow  up  the  lab.  You  see,  Mr.  Hart  is  Dakota's  science  teacher.  A  few  weeks 
later  Dakota  pulled  me  down  to  him  and  whispered  in  my  ear,  "Mom,  have  you  had  any 
luck?"  I  had  almost  forgotten  about  the  conversation  we  had  about  the  boyfriend.  I  asked 
him  with  what?  He  said,  "with  finding  a  boyfriend?"  I  said  "no,  how  about  you?"  With  a 
very  heavy  sigh,  he  said  "no"  and  sadly  walked  away. 

People  always  tell  me  that  he  will  be  just  fine  since  he  has  me.  Yes,  I  know  he  has  me  but 
it's  still  not  the  same.  He  thinks  a  dad  can  do  anything.  I  think  almost  every  little  boy  thinks 
that  his  dad  is  the  best  dad  there  is.  I  wish  that  had  been  true  for  Dakota;  his  dad  isn't  the 
best  and  will  never  see  Dakota  again.  Every  time  we  pass  what  looks  like  a  father  and  son 
playing  together.  I  can  see  the  longing  in  my  son's  eyes.  I  can  see  the  tear  welling  up  inside 
him  because  he  doesn't  have  that  dad.  How  he  wishes  that  was  his  dad  rough-housing  with 
him,  placing  his  hand  on  his  shoulder,  or  tossing  him  the  ball. 

Frances  L.  Tonry  


Unintentional  love 

Ferocious  and  hard. 

Slow  and  pleasing. 

The  gentle  motions  carry  you  beyond  pleasure  and  back  again. 

Delightful. 

Delicious. 

And  all  in  the  name  of  love. 

He  adores  you. 

He  loves  you. 

He  needs  you. 

He  consumes  you. 

Leslee  A.  Toney 

Falling  down  stairs 

Falling  down  stairs  while  modeling  underwear.  You  can't  see  my  panties, 
just  like  you  can't  see  inside  my  brain,  it's  probably  because  you're  too  busy 
looking  at  my  booty.  Yeah  I'm  a  cutie  but  I've  got  wisdom  coming  out  of 
my  uterus,  Confucious  touched  every  aspect  of  knowledge,  but  it's  my 
body  you're  after  not  my  brain,  not  my  queenly  name,  not  my  mind  of 
frame.  You're  too  busy  watching  my  behind  go  left  and  right,  up  and  down 
it  ain't  just  my  ass  making  these  motions  the  world's  going  left-right,  bad- 
right,  black-white,  and  hate-fight. 


It  ain't  just  my  ass  moving,  men  mewing  into  the  penitentiary,  babies  moving  into  social  ser- 
vices, racisms  spreading  like  Ebola,  cigarettes  making  boys  feel  older,  make  weed  illegal  so  we 
can  kill  you  with  the  shit  we  sell  over  the  counter;  They  are  still  going  to  kill  you  whether  you 
like  it  or  not,  whether  you  stand  up  or  fight,  whether  you're  black,  Asian,  or  white,  whether 
you're  wrong,  don't  give  a  damn  or  you're  right. 

We  can  try  to  fight  but  my  booty  just  look  too  damn  good  right  now,  Yeah  I'll  settle  for  this 
bitch  just  for  tonight.  But  what  about  tomorrow,  when  the  world  is  still  in  turmoil,  crack  still 
flowing  through  our  high  schools,  guns  circulating  like  celebrities  in  the  news.  I  mean  we  can 
get  high  and  fuck  but  what  happens  after  we  wake  up;  are  we  going  to  forget  about  God's  plan, 
1  ain't  saying  you  got  to  go  to  church  but  you  got  to  give  Him  praise  for  His  earth. 

So  it  ain't  about  my  booty,  it's  more  about  who  knew  me,  who  knew  I  had  a  message,  who  knew 
my  words  were  blessings  because  everybody  can't  understand  articulate  reciprocal  bullshit  that 
just  sounds  good.  So  I  stand  to  the  side  just  to  give  the  real  people  a  piece  of  my  mind.  It  doesn't 
matter  how  big  the  world  is  it's  about  how  big  your  message  is  and  if  you're  too  stuck  on  booty 
you  ain't  even  got  no  message,  then  maybe  this  is  your  world. 

Shamarra  jashon  Williams  
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The  Door 


This  barrier  stands  between 

Myself  and  the  world  outside 

Of  which  I  must  become  a  part 

It  towers  before  me 

Taunting 

Knowing  through  it  I  must  pass 

Reaching  out  with  trepidation 

1  touch  its  metal  knob 

Hinges  squeak  on  rusty  nail 

And  as  the  fiery  light  burns  my  eyes 

I  am  born  to  another  day 


John  Keeling 


Here's  My  Point 


On  top  of  all  that 

I'm  screwed,  chewed 

I  don't  have  the  ability  to 

Have  the  ability  to 

Get  my  point  across 

They  all  think  it's  nonsense 

It's  nonsense 


A  Conversation  of  Three 


Leslie  Westbrook 


A  request  was  made  by  my  mind  to  investigate  life's  subtle 
intricacies  in  the  hope  that  I  would  find  peace. 

While  all  along  the  body  compelled  me  to  find  fulfillment  in  the 
exploration  of  indulgence's  ecstasy. 

In  reacting  to  its  nemeses  my  heart  begged  and  pleaded  to  search  out 
a  preternatural  intimacy. 

Taking  in  the  complete  effect  of  the  orators,  I  have  found  myself  at 
listening's  end  and  a  liar  has  been  made  of  all  three. 


Andrew  Patrick  David 


Broken: 


221  S.  Genois 

An  old  green  house 

Lets  us  jump  from  the 

concrete  stairs 

and  swim 

in  mysterious  flood  water. 

James  lives  in  the  attic  with  tigers 

And  eighty  kids  visit  noisily  in 

mama's  playcare  below. 

So  I  remain  on  my 

sandwiched  floor. 

And  everyone  in  Mid  City 

wants  our  big  backyard 

where  we  steal 

Japanese  plums  from 

the  neighbor's  tree 

hanging  over 

the  chain  link  fence. 

Sometimes  we  are  brave  and 

ride  around  the  long  block, 

bikes  jarring  our 

chests  as  we  slam  into  the 

shifted  squares  of  concrete  sidewalks. 
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We  usually  take  the  trip  to 

rescue  kickballs  escaping  into 

a  neighboring  yard. 

We  hope  no  wild  dogs 

meet  us  as  we  sneak  past 

open  windows  into 

hidden  courtyards 

unpredictable  from  the  houses'  faces. 

Ms.  Dee  warns  Angela  and  me: 

"Don't  you  dare  cross  Canal  Street. 

You  liable  to  be  pancakes." 

But  Canal  Villere  with  its 

creme  soda  suckers 

invites  us  to  the  other  side. 

But  when  we  don't  feel  like  a  spanking, 

we  remember  the  washateria  on  our  comer 

where  the  tiny  Chinese  couple  know  few  words  but 

"5  cent  bubble  gum"  are  among  them. 


Mariann  Wilson 
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Davlin  Avenue 


brick  house,  big  yard,  green  shutters,  little  bushes,  big  trees 

pet  dog — Clyde,  two  goldfish — Charlie  and  Leroy,  all  dead 

birthday  parties,  Christmas,  Thanksgiving,  4th  of  July 

and  school-end-of-the-year  backyard  bashes 

Easy  Bake  ovens,  pecan  pies  and  cupcakes 

Power  wheels,  jump  ropes,  hula-hoops 

basketball,  Softball,  dance,  piano 

growing,  growing  apart,  growing  angry. 

things  missing,  fights  starting 

drugs  present  in  our  house 

counseling  needed,  went  to  counseling,  seen  Dr.  Vivian 

divorced  filed,  another  chance  given 

money  lost,  more  fights,  more  drugs 

unhappy  teen,  unhappy  life 

suicide  attempts,  try  to  end  the  noise 

divorce  tiled,  divorce  pending,  divorce  final 

we  moved. 


Toi  Rogers 


View  from  a  peaceful  place:  DanGnssom 
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Title  Not  Included 

Try  this:  take  fifteen  words, 

And  make  them 

Into  a 

Free  verse 

Poem. 

It  works. 


Leslie  Westbrook 
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